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UNHAPPY BRETHREN ; 
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OTHER MISCELLANEOUS PIECES: 


WITH | 
SOME ACCOUNT OF THE AUTHOR, 


6 wn Tbeſe evils I deſerve, and more; ' I 
& Acknowledge them from God inflicted on me 2 
& Fuſily; yet diſpair not of bis final pardon, 
«« Whoſe ear is ever open, and bis eye, 
“ Gracious to 1 e-admit the Supphliant." MIL TONs 


A NEW EDITION, 


BATH: 
PRINTED FOR THE BOOKSELLERS, 


1796. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE Work now offered to the Public, was the 
laſt performance of one who often afforded 
amuſement and inſtruction; who poſſeſſed the ta- 
lents of pleaſing in a high degree, whoſe labours 
were devoted to advance the intereſts of Religion 
and Morality, and who, during the greater part 
of his life, was eſteemed, beloved, and reſpected, 
by all to whom he was known. Unhappily for 
himſelſ and his connections, the diRates of prudence 
were unattended to amidſt the faſhionable diſſipa- 
tion of the times, With many advantages, both 
natural and acquired, and with the-moſt flattering 
proſpects before him, he, by an act of folly, to 
give it no worſe a name, plunged himfelf from a 


untuation, in which he had every happineſs to ex- 


pect, into a ſtate, which, to contemplate, muſt fill 
the mind with aſtoniſhment and horror. It was in 
ſome of the moſt dreadful moments of his life, 
hen the exerciſe of every faculty might be pre- 
A 2 * preſumed 
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ſumed to be ſuſpended, that the preſent wojk way 
compoſed: a work which will be ever read with 
wonder, as exhibiting an extraordinary exertion of 
the mental powers in very unpropitious circum- 
ſtances, and affording, at the ſame time, a leſſon 
worthy the moſt attentive conſideration of eyery 
one into whoſe hands it may chance to fall. As | 
the curioſity of the World will naturally follow the þ 
perſon whoſe ſolitude and confinement produced 
the inſtruction to be derived from this performance, | 
a ſhort Account of the Author is added. To en- k 
large on the merit of this Poem will be unneceſſary. 
The feelings of every reader will eſtimate and pro- t 
portionate its value. That it contains an awful 
admonition to the gay and diſſipated, will be readi- li 
ly acknowledged by every reflecting mind, eſpecial-- 
ly when it is conſidered as the bitter fruit of thoſe 
faſhionable indulgences which brought diſgrace MF, 
and death upon its unhappy author, in ſpite of ſt: 
learning and genius, accompliſhments the moſt 
captivating, and rr the moſt important to 
mankind. __ | n N 
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AN 


ACCOUNT 


OF 


THE AUTHOR. 


ILLIAM DODD was the eldeſt ſon “ of a 
clergyman of the ſame name, who held 
the vicarage of Bourne, in the county of Lin- 
coln, where he died the 8th day of Auguſt 1756, 
at the age of ö years. His wife departed this 
life on e 21ſt of the preceding May. Their fon 
was born.at Bourne on the 29th day of May 1729, 
and, after finiſhing his ſchool-education, vas ad- 
mitted a Sizar of Clare-Hall, Cambridge, in the 
ear 1745, under the tuition of Mr. John Cours 
tail, fince Archdeacon of Lewes. At the univer- 
ſity he acquired the notice of his ſuperiors by a 
cloſe application to his ſtudies; and in the year 
1 749-50, took his firſt degree of Batchelor of Arts. 
vith conſiderable reputation, his name being in 
he liſt of wranglers on that e It was not, 
owever, only in academical purſuits that he was 


„He ſpeaks of himſelf as deſcended from Sir Thomas 
Drerbury. | 


B emulous 
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emulous of diſtinction. Having a pleaſing. form, 
a genteel addreſs, and a lively imagination, he 
was equally celebrated for accompliſhments which 
ſeldom accompany a life of learned retirement, 
In particular, he was fond of the elegancies of 
dreſs, and became. as he ludicrouſly expreſſed it, 
a zealous votary of the God of Dancing, to whoſe 
ſervice he dedicated much of that time and atten- 
tion which he could borrow from his more im- 
portant avocations. 

The talents which he poſſeſſed he very early 
diſplayed to the public; and by the time he had 
attained the age of eighteen years, prompted by 
the deſire of fame, and perhaps to increaſe his in- 
come, commenced author; in which character he 
began to obtain ſome degree of reputation. At 


this period of bis life, young, thoughtleſe, vola- 


tile, and unexperienced, he precipitately quit- 
ted the univerſtty, and relying entirely on bis pen, 
removed to the metropolis, where he entered 
largely into the gaietics of the town, was a con- 
ſtant trequenter of all places of public diverſion, 
and followed every ſpecies of amuſement with 
the moſt dangerous avidity. In this courſe, how- 
ever, he did not continue long. To the ſurpriſe 
of his friends, who leaſt ſuſpected him of taking 


ſuch a ſtep; without fortune, with few friends, 


and deſtitute of all means of ſupporting a family, 
he haſtily united himſelf on the 15h of April, 1751 


in marriage with Miſs Mary Perkins, daughter of 


one of the domeſtics of Sir John Dolben, a young 
lady then reſiding in Frith Street, Sono, who, 
though largely endowed with perſonal attractions, 
was certainly deficicnt in thoſe of birth and for- 
tune. 


* 
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tune. To a perfor cireumfianced as Mr. Dadd 
„ was, no meaſure could be more imprudent, 
or apparently more ruinous and deſtructive of his 
future proſpects in life. He did not, however, 
Teen to view it in that light, but, with a degree 
of thoughtleſſneſs natural to him, immediately 
took and furniſhed a houſe in Wardour-Street. 
Thus dancing on the brink of a precipice, and 
careleſs of to-morrow, his friends began to be 
alarmed at his fituation, His father came to town 
in great diſtreſs upon the occaſion ; and by parental 
injunction he quitted his houſe betore winter, By 
the ſame advice he probably was induced to adopt 
a new plan for his future ſubſiſtence, Or the 19th 
of October, in that year, he was ordained a Dea- 
con by the Biſhop of Ely, at Caius College, Cam- 
bridge; and, with more prudence than he had 
ever ſhewn before, devoted himſelf with great 
aſſiduity to the ſtudy and duties of his profcyſion., 
In thele purſuits he appeared ſo ſincere, that he 
even renounced all attention to his favourite ob- 
Jects,' Polite Letters. At the end of his Preface 
to the Beauties of Shakſpeare, publiſhed in this year, 
he ſays, ** For my on part, better and more im- 
portant things henceforth demand my attention, 
« and I here with no ſmall pleaſure take leave of 
„ Shakſpeare and the Critics : as this work was be- 
gun and finiſhed before I entered upon the ſa- 
cred function, in which I am now happily em- 
ployed, let me truſt, this juvenile performance 
will prove no objection, ſince graver, and 
ſome very eminent members ot the church have 
thought it no improper employ to comment, 
B 2 | explain, 
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explain, and publiſh the works of their own 
country poets,” “ . 

The firſt ſervice in which he was engaged as a 
Clergyman, was to aſſiſt the Reverend Mr. Wyatt, 
Vicar of Weſt Ham, as his Curate ; thither he re- 


moved, and there he ſpent the happieſt and more | 
honourable moments of his life. His behaviour 
was proper, decent, and exemplary. lt acquired 
him the reſpect, and .ecured him the favour of his 
ones: ſo far, that, on the death of their 


ecturer in 1752, he was choſen to ſucceed him. 


His abilities had at this time every opportunity of 
being ſhewn to advantage; and his exertons BF 
were ſo properly directed, that he ſoon became a 
favourite and popular preacher. Thoſe who re- 
member him at this period, will bear teſtimony tothe 
indefatigable zeal which he exerted in his miniſtry, 2 
and the ſucceſs which crowned his efforts. The 
follies ot his youth ſeemed entirely extinguiſhed, 2 
his friends viewed his conduct with the utmoſt ſa- 
tisfaction, and the worid promiſed itſelf an exam- # 


ple to hold out for the imitation of his brethren, 


Ar this early ſeaſon of his life he entertained 3 
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favourable ſentiments of the Doctrine of Mr. 


Hutchinion ; and was ſuſpected to incline towards 
the opinions of the Methodiſts. A more mature 
age, however, induced him to renounce the one, 


and ro diſclaim the other, In 1752 he was ap- 


pointed Lecturer of St. James, Garlick-Hill, 


which two years afterwards he exchanged for the 


ſame poſt at St. Olave, Hart-Street, About the A 
ſame time he was appointed to preach Lady Moy- & 
er's Lectures at St. Paul's; where, from The Yi/t | 
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wn of the Three Angels to Abraham, and other ſimilar 
paſſages from the Old Teſtament, he endeavoured 
to prove the commonly-rece:ved Doctrine of the 
Trinity, On the eſtabliſhment of the Magdalen 
Houſe, 1758, he was amongſt the firſt and moſt 
active promoters of that charitable inſtitution z 
# which received great advantage from his zeal for 
= its proſperity, and, even to the concluſion of his 
lite, continued to be materially benefited by his 
laabours. 

From the time Mr. Dodd entered into the Ser- 
vice of the Church, he reſided at Weſt Ham, and 
made up the deficiencies of his income by ſuper» 
intending the education of ſome young gentlemen 
who were placed under his care, In 1759 he took 
his degree of Maſter of Arts. In the year 1763 
he was appointed Chaplain in Ordinary to the 
King, and about the ſame time became known to 
Dr. Squire, Biſhop of St. David's, who received 
him into his patronage, preſented him to the Pre- 
bend of Brecon, and recommended him to the 
"2 Earl of Cheſterfield, as a proper perſon to be en- 
2 truſted with the tuition of his ſucceſſor in the title. 
The next year ſaw him Chaplain to his Majeſty. 
In 1766 he took the degree of Doctor of Laws at 
Cambridge, He had ſome expectations of ſucceeds 
ing to the Rettory of Weſt Ham; but having been 
twice diſappointed, he reiigned his lectureſhips both 
there and in the city, and quitted the place: © a 
« place (fays he io Lord Cheſterſield) “ ever 
„% dear and ever regretted by me, the loſs of 
« which, truly affecting ro my mind (for there L 
+ was uſeful, and there I truſt I was loved) nothing 
but your Lordihip's friendſhip and connection 
B 3 ſhould 


16 b 
ſhould have counterbalanced *.”* From a paſſage 
in his Thoughts in Priſon, it may be inferred. that 
he was compelled to quit this his favourite reſi- 
dence :—a circumſtance which he pathetically la- 
ments, and probably with great reaſon, as the 
firſt ſtep to that change in his fituation which led 
him inſenſibly to his laſt fatal cataſtrophe. 

On his leaving Weſt Ham he removed to a houſe 
in Southampton Row, and at the ſame time launch- 
ed out into ſcenes of expence, which his income, 
by this time not a ſmall one, was unequal to ſup- 
port. He provided himſelf with a country houſe 
at Ealing, and exchanged his chariot for a coach, 
in order to accommodate his pupils, who, beſides 
his noble charge, were in general perſons of fami- 
ly and fortune. About the ſame time it was his 
misfortune to obtain a prize of 10001. in the ſtate- 
lottery. Elated with this ſucceſs, he engaged with 
a builder in a plan to erect a chapel near the pa- 
lace of the Queen, from whom it took 1ts name. 
He entered alſo into a like partnerſhip at Char- 
lotte Chapel, Bloomſbury ; and both theſe ſchemes 


were for ſome time very beneficial to him, though, 


much inferior to his then expenſive habits of hyv- 
ing. His expectations from the former of theſe 
undertakings were extremely ſanguine. It is re- 
E that in fitting "Pp his chapel near the palace, 
he flattered himſelf with the hopes of having ſome 
youn royal auditors : and in that expectation aſ- 

gned a particular pcw or gallery for the heir ap- 


* See Dedication to a Sermon, entitled, © Popery incone 
« {ſtent with the Natural Rights of Men in general, and 
„ Engliſhmea in particular,” 8yo, 1768, 


parent. 
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parent. But in this, as in many other of his 
views, he was diſappointed. 

In the year 1772 he obtained the rectory of 
Hockliffe, in Bedfordſhire ; the firſt cure of fouls 
he ever had. With this alſo he held the vicarage 
of Chalgrove ; and the two were ſoon after con - 
ſolidated. An accident happened about this time, 
from which he narrowly eſcaped with his life. 
Returning trom his living, he was ſtopt near Pan- 
cras by a highwayman, who diſcharged a piſtol 
into the carriage, which happily, as it was then 
thought, only broke the glaſs. For this ſact the 
delinquent was tried, and on Dr. Dodd's evidence 
convicted and hanged. Early in the next year 
Lord Cheſterfield died, and was ſucceeded by our 
author's pupil, who appointed his preceptor his 
chaplain. f 

At this period Dr. Dodd appears to have been 
in the zenith of his popularity and reputation. 
Beloved and reſpected by all orders of people, he 
would have reached, in all probability, the ſitua- 
tion which was the object of his wiſhes, had he 
poſſeſſed patience enough to have waited for it, 
and prudence ſufficient to keep himſelf out of dif- 


ficulties which might prove fatal to his integrity. 4 


But tlre habits of diſſipation and expence had ac- 
quired too much influence over him. He had b 

their means involved himſelf in confiderable debts, 
To extricate himſelf from them, he was tempted 


to an act which entirely cut off every hope which - 


he could entertain of rifing in his profeſſion, and 
totally ruined him in the opinion of the world. 
On the tranſlation of Biſhop Moſs, in Feb. 1774 
to the ſee of Bath and Wells, the valuable * | 
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St. George, Hanover-ſquare, fell to the diſpoſal 
of the Crown, by virtue of-the King's preroga- 
tive, Whether from the ſuggeſtion of his own 
mind, or from the perſuaſion of ſome friend, is un- 
certain; but on this occafion he took a ſtep of all 
others the moſt wild and extravagant, and leaſt 
likely to be attended with ſucceſs. He cauſed an 
anonymous letter to be ſent to Lady Apſley, offer- 
ing the ſum of 3oool. if by her means he could be 
preſented to the living. The letter was imme- 
diately communicated to the Chancellor, — and, 
after being traced to the ſender, was laid before 
his Majeſty, The inſult offered to ſo high an offi- 
cer by the propoſal, was followed by inſtant pu- 
niſhment. Dr. Dodd's name was ordered to be 
ſtruck out of the liſt of chaplains. The preſs 
teemed with ſatire and invective; he was abuſed 
and ridiculed in the papers of the day; and to 
crown the whole, the tranſaction became a ſub- 
ject of entertainment in one of Mr. Foote's pieces 
at the Haymarket. | 

As no explanation could juſtify ſo abſurd a 


meaſure, ſo no apology could palliate it. An eva- 


five letter in the newſpapers, promifing a juſtifi- 
cation at a future day, was treated with univerſal 
contempt. Stung with remorſe, and feelingly 
allve to the diſgrace he had brought on himſelf, 


he haſtily quitted the place where neglect and in- 


ſult attended him, and went to Geneva to his pu- 
pil who preſented him to the living of Winge in 

uckinghamſhire, which he held with Hocklifte, 
by virtue of a diſpenſation, Though encumber- 
ed with debts, he might ſtill have retrieved his 
* circumſtances, if not his character, had he 2 
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fal ¶ tended to the leſſons of prudence ; but his extra- 

a- vagance continued undiminiſhed, and drove him 
vn to ſchemes which overwhelmed him with addition- 
n, al infamy. He deſcended ſo low as to become the 
editor of a newſpaper; and is ſaid to have at - 
aſt tempted to diſengage himſelf from his debts by a 
an commiſſion of bankruptcy : in which he failed. 
r. From this period every ttep led to complete his 
de ruin. In the ſummer of 17,6 he went to France, 
e and, with little regard to decency, paraded it ina 
d, phzton at the races on the plains of Sablons, 
'© Mdrefſed in all the foppery of the kingdom in which 
1 he then reſided. He returned to England about 
the beginning of Winter, and continued to exer- 
< ciſe the duties of his function, particularly at the 
's Magdalen Chapel. where he till was heard with 
approbation, and where his laſt ſermon was preach- 


2 
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o ed February 2, 17577, two days only before he 
ſigned the fatal inſtrument which brought him to 
an ignominious end, 

Preſſed at length by creditors, whoſe importu- 
Inities he was unable longer to ſooth, he fell upon 
Jan expedient, from the conſequences of which he. 
could not . He forged a bond, from his pu- 
pil Lord Cheſterfield, for the ſum of 4200l. and 
upon the credit of it obtained a conſiderable ſum 
ot money. Detection of the fraud almoſt imme- 
diately followed. He was taken before a magi- 
3 ſtrate, and committed to priſon. At the ſeſſions 


hheld at the Old Baily, Feb. 24, his trial commen- 
dee; and the commiſſion of the offence being clear- 

h proved, he was pronounced guilty ; but the 
ſentence was poſtponed until the ſentiments of the 
Judges could be taken reipeCting the admiſſibility 

of 


ogy. 


think, if theſe conſiderations aggravate my crime, 


Ro" 
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of an evidence, whoſe teſtimony had been made 
uſe of to convict him. : 
This accident ſuſpended his fate until the enſu- 
ing ſeſſion. In the mean time, the doubt which 
had been ſuggeſted as to the validity of the evi- 


dence, was removed, by the unanimous opinion 


of the Judges, that the teſtimony of the perſon 
objected to had been properly and legally received. 
This information was communicated to he erimi— 
nal on the 12th of May; and on the 2bth of the 
ſame month-he was brought to the bar to receive 


his ſentence. Being aſked what he had to alledge 


why it ſhould not be pronounced upon him, he 
addrefled the court in the following animated and 


Pathetic ſpeech ; in the compoſition of which he 


is ſaid to have been materially aſſiſted by a very 
eminent writer ; 


«© My Loxn, 


„% I now ſtand before you a dreadful example 
of human infirmity. I entered upon public life 
with the expectations common to young men 
whoſe education has been liberal, and whoſe abili- 
ties have been flattered; and, when I became a 
clergyman, conſidered ' myſelf as not impairing 
the dignity of the order. I was not an idle, nor 
I hope an uſeleſs minifter. I taugh the rruths of 


_ Chriſtianity with the zeal of con viction and the 


authority of innocence. My labours were ap- 


C proved, my pulpit became popular; and I have 


reaſon to believe, that of thoſe who heard me, 
ſome have been preſerved from fin, and ſome have 
been reclaimed. Condeſcend. my Lord, to 


how 
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crime, how much they. muſt embitter my puniſh -- 
ment ! 

„Being diſtinguiſhed and elated by the confi- 
dence of mankind, I had too much confidence in 
myſelf; and thinking my integrity what «thers 
thought it, eſtabliſheo in fincerity, and fortified 
by religion, I did not conſider the danger of va- 
nity, nor ſuſpect the dec-ittulneſs of my own heart. 
The day of conflict came, in which temptation 
ſurpriſed and overwhelmed me. I committed the 
crime, which I entreat your Lordſhip to believe 
that my conſcience hourly repreſents to me in it's 
full bulk of miſchief and malignity. Many have 
been overpowered by temptation, who are now 
among the penitent in heaven. 

To an act now waiting the deciſion of vindi: 
cative juſtice, I will not preſume to oppoſe the 
counterbalance of almoſt thirty years (a great part 
of the life of man) paſſed in exciting and exereiſ- 
ing charity ; in relieving ſuch diſtrefles as I now 
feel, in adminiſtering thoſe conſolations which I 
now want, I will not otherwiſe exrenuate my 
offence, than by declaring, what many circum- 


ſtances make probable, that I did not intend to be 


finally fraudulent, Nor will it become me, to ap- 
portion my puniſhment, by alledging that my ſuf- 
ferings have been not much leſs than my guilt. I 
have fallen from reputation, which ought to have 
made me cautious ; and from a fortune, which 
ought to have given me content; I am funk at 
once into poverty and ſcorn; my name and m 
crime fill the ballads in the ſtreet, the ſport of 
the thoughtleſs, and the triumph of the W 
1. 
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deſirous of recompenſing the injury I have done 


| (12) 
© It may ſeem ſtrange, remembering what I 
have lately been, that I ſhould ſtill wiſh to con- 
tinue what I am :—but contempt of death, how 
ſpeciouſly ſoever it might mingle with Heathen 
virtues, has nothing uitable to Chriſtian penitence, 
Many morives impcl me to beg earneſtly for life, 
I feel the natural horror of a violent death, and 
the univerſal dread of untimely diſſolution. I am 


to the clergy, to the world, and to religion, and 
to efface the ſcandal of my crime by the example 
of my repentance. But, above all, IT wiſh to die 
with thoughts more compoſed, and calmer prepa- 
ration. The gloom of a priſon, the anxiety of a 
trial, and the inevitable viciſſitudes of paſſion, 
leave the mind little diſpoſed to the holy exerciſes 
of prayer and ſelf- examination. Let not a little 
time be denied me, in which I may, by meditation 
and contrition, be prepared to ſtand at the tribu- 
nal of Omnipotence, and ſupport the preſence of 
that Judge who ſhall diſtribute to all according to 
their works; who will receive to pardon the re- 
penting ſinner, and from whom the merciful ſhall 
obtain mercy. 

% For theſe reaſons, amidſt ſhame and miſery, 
I yet wiſh to live; and moſt humbly intreat, that 
I may be recommended by your Lordſhip to the 
clemency of his Majeſty,” 


wr. ca, „ © © we + es A =&@@ A wo 


From this time the friends of Dr. Dodd were 
afſiduouſly employed in endeavouring to fave his 
life, Beſides the petitions of many individuals, 
the membeis of the ſeveral charities Which had 


been 
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been benefited by him, joined in applications to 
the throne for mercy ; , City of London hke- 
wiſe, in it's corporate capacity, ſolicited a remĩſſion 
of the puniſhment, in confideration of the ad- 
vantages which the public had derived from his 
various and laudable exertions. The petitions 
were ſuppoſed to be figned by near thirty thouſand 
perſons. They were however of no avail. On 
the 15th of June the Privy Council aſſembled, and 
deliberated on the caſes of the ſeveral priſoners 
then under condemnation; and in the end a war- 
rant was ordered to be made out for the execu- 
tion of Dr. Dodd, with two others (one of whom 
was afterwards reprie ved) on the 27th of the ſame 
month. | 
Having been flattered with hopes of a pardon, 


he appeared to be much ſhocked at the intimation 
of his approaching deſtiny; but reſumed in a ſhort 


time a degree of tortitude, ſufficient to enable him 
to paſs through the laſt ſcene of his life with firm- 
neſs and decency. On the 26th he took leave of 
his wife and ſome friends, after which he declared 
himſelf ready to atone for the offence he had given 


to the world. His deportment was meek, humble, 


and devout, expreſſive of reſignation and contri- 
tion, and calculated to inſpire. ſentiments of re- 


py for his perſon, and concern for his unhappy 
ate. . 


Of his bebaviour at this au ful juncture, a par- 
ticular account was given by Mr. Villette, Ordi- 
nary of Newgate, in the following terms: 

On the morning of his death I went to him, 
with the Rev, Mr. Dobey, Chaplain of the 

x C Magdalen, 


( 14) 
« Magdalen, whom he had defired to attend him, 
« to the place of execution. He appeared com- 
« poſed; and when I aſked him how he had been 
© ſupporred, he ſaid he had had ſome comfortable 
e ſleep, by which he ſhould be the better enabled 
« to perform his duty. 

As we went from his room, in our way to the 
% chapel, we were joined by his friend, who had 
« ſpent the foregoing evening with him, and alſo 
4% by another clergyman. When we were in the 


« himſelt, but had been prevented by the vigilance 


« yeſtry adjoining o the chapel, he exhorted his | 
4 fellow-ſutferer, who had attempted to deſtroy } 
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of the keeper. He poke to him with great ten- 


derneſs and emotion of heart, entreating him | 
to conſider that he had but a thort time to live, 


and that it was highly neceſſarv that he as wel 


as himſelf, mad» good uſe of their time, im- 5 
plored pardon of God unſer a deep ſenſe of fin, 


and looked to that Lord by whoſe merits alone 
ſinners could be ſaved. He defired me to call 
in the other gentleman, who likewiſe aſfiſted him 
to move the heart of the poor youth: but the 
Doctor's words were the meſt pathetic and ef- 
tectual. He lifted up his hands, and cried out, 
O Lord Jeſus have mercy on us, and give, O 
give unto him, my fellow-linner, that as we 


„ ſuffer together, we may go together to heaven !? 
His converſation to this poor youth was ſo mov- 
ing, that tears flowed from the eyes of all pre- 
« ſent. | 

«© When we went into the chapel to prayer and 
e the holy communion, true contrition and 


$ warmth of devotion appeared evident in him 
throughout 
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throughout the whole ſervice.—After it was 
ended, he again addreſſed himſelf to Harris in 
the moſt moving and perſuaſive manner, and not 
without effect: for he declared that he was glad 
he bad not made away with himſelf, and ſaid he 
was eaficr, and hoped he ſhould now go to hea» 
ven. The Doctor told him how Chritt had ſuf- 
fered for them; and tnat he himſelf was a great- 
er ſinner than he, as he had ſinned more againſt 
light and conviction, and therefore his guilt 
was greater; and that, as he was confident that 
mercy was ſhewn to his ſoul, ſo he ſhould look 
to Chriſt, aud truſt in his merits. | 
„He prayed God to bleſs his friends who were 
preſent with him, and to give his blefling to all 
his brethren the clergy ; that he would pour out 
his Spirit upon them, and make them true mi- 
niſters of Jeſus Chriſt, and that they might fol- 
low the divine precepts of their heavenly Maſ- 
ter. Turning to one who ſtood near him, he 
ſtretched out his hand, and ſaid, Now, my dear 
friend, ſpeculation 1s at-an end; all muſt be 
real! what poar ignorant beings we are! He 
prayed for the Magdalens, and wiſhed they were 
there, to ſing for him the 23d Pſalm. 

* Aiter he had waited ſome time for the officers, 
he aſked what o'clock it was; and being told 
that it was half an hour after eight, he ſaid, * I 
wiſh they were ready, for I long to be gone.” 
He requeſted of his friends, who were in tears 
about him, to pray for him : to which he was 
anſwered by two of them,—* We pray more 


than language can utter.“ He replied, * I be» 
lieve it.“ 
C 2 


reſt of the gaol, where the two unhappy con- 
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« At length he was ſummoned to go down in- 
to a part of the yard which is incloſed from the 


victs and the friends of the Doctor were alone, 
On his ſeeing two priſoners looking out of the 
windows, he went to them, and exhorted them 
ſo pathetically, that they both wept abundant» 
ly He ſaid once, I am now a ſpectacle to 
men, and ſhall ſoon be a ſpectacle to angels.” 
© Juſt before the ſheriff's officers came with 
the haltcrs, one who was walking with him told 
him that there was yet a little ſolemnity he 
muſt paſs through before he went out, He 
aſked, * What is that?* * You will be 
bound.“ He looked up, and ſaid, * Vet I am 
free; my freedom is there,” pointing upwards. 
—He bore it with Chriſtian patience, and be- 
yond what might have been expected; and | 
when the men offered to excuſe tying his We 
hands, he defired them to do their duty, and WF «« 
thanked them for their kindneſs *. After he . 
was bound, I offered to aſſiſt him with my arm WW «« 
in conducting him through the ace where 
ſeveral people were aſſembled to ſee him; but 
he replied with ſeeming pleaſure, * No! Jam 
as firm as a rock.'—As he paſſed along the 
yard, the ſpectators and priſoners wept and . 
bemoaned him ; and he, in return, prayed God 

to bleſs them. 


® Tt was done in the paſſage leading to the chapel, by or- ti 


der of Mr. Akerman, the keeper, to prevent his being gazed 
at; to whom he defired I would return his ſincere thanks 
for all civilities to him, even to the laſt, 


On 


: (1) 
in- 1 On the way to execution he conſoled him- 
he t ſelf in reflecting and ſpeaking on what Chr iſt 


N- Wt © had ſuffered for him; lamenting the .depravity 
de. « of human nature, which made fanguinary laws 
he . neceſſary; and ſaid he could gladly have died 
. « in the priſon- yard, as being let out to public 
Toe 


« exccution tended greatly to diſtreſs him. He 
to Bf «© deſired me to read him the ; iſt Pſalm, and alſo 
s. « pointed out an admirable penitential prayer 
« — Roſſell's Priſoner's Director. He prayed 
& again for the King, and likewiſe for the people. 
„When he came near the ſtreet where he for- 
c merly dwelt, he was much affected, and wept. 
« He faid, probably his tears would ſcem to be 
c the effect of cowardicc, but it was a weakneſs - 
& he could not well help; and added, he hoped 
© he was going to a better home. | 
When he arrived at the gallows, he aſcended 
« the cart, and ſpoke to his fellow-ſufferer. He 
« then prayed, not only for himſelf, but alſo for 
« his wife, and the unfortunate youth that ſuf- 
« fered wich him; and declaring that he died in 
* the true faith of the goſpel of Chriſt, in per- 
4 fel love and charity with all mankind, and 
« with thankfulneſs to his friends, he was launch- 
ed into eternity, imploring mercy for his ſoul 
for the ſake of the blcfied Redeemer,” 


His corpſe, on the Monday following, was car- 
ried to Cowley, in Buckinghamſhire, and depoſi- 
ted in the church there. | 


On | | C3 The 
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The following Paper was intended to have been read 
'by Mr. Villette at the place of execution, but war 
omitted, as it ſeemed not poſſible to communicate the 
knowledge of it to ſo great a number of perſons as 
were then aſſembled, = 


& TO the words of dying men regard has al- 
ways been paid. I am brought hither to ſuffer 
death for an act of fraud, of which I conteſs my- 
ſelf gwilty with ſhame, ſuch as my former ſt te of 
life naturally produces, and I hope with ſuch ſor- 
row as He, to whom the heurt is known, will not 
diſregard. I repent that I have violated the laws 
by which peace and confidence are eſtabliſhed 
among men; I repent that I have attempted to 
injure my fellow-creatures; and I repent that I 
have brought diſgrace upon my order, and dif- 
credit upon my religion: but my offences againſt 
God are without name or number, and can admit 
only of general. confeſſion and general repent- 
ance. Grant Almighty God, for the ſake of Jeſus 
Chriu, that my repentance, however late, hows 
ever imperfect, may not be in vain! 

The little good that now remains in my 
power, is to warn others againſt. thoſe tempta- 
tions by which I have been ſeduced. I have al- 
ways — againſt conviction; my principles 
have never been ſhaken ; I have always conſidered 
the Chriſtian religion as a Revelation from God, 
and its divine Author as the Saviour of the world; 
but the laws of God, though never diſowned by 
me, have often been forgotten, I was led aſtray 
from religious ſtrictneſs by the deluſion of hoy 
| an 


bt 
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and the delights of voluptuouſneſs. I never knew 
or attended to the calls of frugality, or the need- 
ful minuteneſs of painful &conomy. Vanity and 
pleaſure, into which I plunged, required ex- 
nce diſproportionate to my income; expence 
— diſtreſs upon me; and diſtreſs, impor- 
tunate diſtreſs, urged me to temporary fraud. 

% For this fraud 1 am to die; and I die de- 
claring, in the moſt ſolemn manner, that, how- 
ever I have deviated from my own precepts, I 
have taught others, to the beſt of my knowledge, 
and with all fincerity, the true way to eternal 
happineſs. My lite, for ſome tew unhappy years 
pait, has been dreadfully erroneous; but my 
miniſtry has been always fincere, I have con- 
ſtantly believed, and I now leave the world ſo- 
lemnly avowing my conviction, that there is no 
other name under Heaven by which we can be 
ſaved, but only the name of the Lord Jeſus; 
and I entreat all who are here to join with me in 
my laſt petitfon, that for the ſake of that Lord 
Jeſus Chriſt, my fins may be forgiven, and my 
ſoul received in:o his everlaſting kingdom. 


WILLIAM DODD,” 


JuxE 27, 1777. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
Es PREFIXED To THE 


PRISON THOUGHTS, 


H 


PHE following Work, as the dates of the re- 


ſpective parts evince, was begun by its un- 


happy Author in his apartments at Newgate, on 
the evening of the day ſubſequent to his trial and 
conviction at Juſtice-hall; and was finiſhed, 


amidſt various neceflary interruptions, in little 


mote than the ſpace of two months. 
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Prefixed to the MaxnuscripT is the. enſeing Nors 2 


APRIL 23, 1777. 
1 began theſe Thoughts merely from the 
impretfion of my mind, without plan, purpoſe, 
0: mise, mote than the ſituation and ſtate of 
my foul, I continued them on a thoughtful 
ani regular plan; and I have been enabled 
wondertuliz—ina fate, which in better days 
I ſti ald have fuppoſed would have deſtroyed 
all power of eſſe tion to bring them nearly 
to a cone lun. I cedicate them to God, and 
to the refl-Aino Srriowe a eng my tellow-crea- 
tures ; aud ] vie's ths Almighty for the abili 


to go thiough them, amidit the terrors of this 


dire 
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„ 
« gire place, and the bitter anguiſh of my diſcon- 
« folate mind ! 

« The Thinking will eafily pardon all inaccu- 
44 racies, as I am neither able nor willing to read 
% over thoſe melancholy lines with a curious and 
44 critical eye! They are imperfect, but the lan- 
% guage of the heart; and, had I time and incli- 
4 nation, might and ſhould be improved. 


44 50t—— 


« W, D.” 


The few little Pieces ſubjoined to the Thoughts, 
and the Author's La Prayer, were found amongſt 
his papers. Their evident connection with the 
Poem was the inducement for adding them to the 
Volume, 


THOUGHTS IN PRISON. 
COMMENCED 


SUNDAY EVENING; Eight &Cleck *, 
FEBRUARY 23, 1777. 


WEEK THE FIRST. 
THE IMPRISONMENT. 


friends are gone! Harſh on its ſull-n binge 
Grates the dread door: the maſſy bolts reſpond. 
remendous to the ſurly keeper*s touch. 
he dire Keys clang, with movement dull and flow 
While their beheſt the p. nderous locks perform: 
And faſtened firm, the object of their care 
Is left to ſolitude,—to ſorrow letr. | | 
But wherefore taſtened ? Oh till ſtronger bonds 
han bolts, or locks, or doors of molten braſs, 
o ſolitude and forrow would contign 5 

is anguiſli'd ſoul, and priſon him, tho' free! 
or, whether ſhould he fly, or where produce 
n open day, and to the golden fun, 

is hapleſs head! whence every laurel torn, 
On bis bald brow fits grinning Infamy;“ 
And all in ſportive triumph twines around 

he keen, the ſtinging adders of diſgrace! 


# The hour when they lock up in this diſmal place. 
| Yet 
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Yet what's diſgrace with man? or all the ſtingy 


Of pointed ſcorn ? What the tumultuous voice 
Of erring multitudes ? Or „ hat the ſbafts 


Of k eneſt malice, levell'd from the bow 
Of human inquiſition ?—1t the God, 


Who knows the heart, looks with complacencedown 


Upon the itruggling victem, and beholds 
Repentance buriting from the earth-bent eye, 
And faith's red croſs held cloſely to the breaſt! 
Oh Author of my being! of my bliſs 
Beneficent Diſpenſer | wond'rous power, 


Whoſe eye, all-ſearching, thro? this dreary gloom 


Diſcerns the deepeſt ſecrets of the ſoul, 
Aſſiſt me! With thy ray of light divine 
Illumine my dark thoughts; upraiſe my low; 


And give me wiſdom's guidance, while I tive 


Impartially to ſtate the dread account, 
And call myſelt to trial! Trial far 


Than that more fearful—tho? how fearful that 
Which trembling late I prov'd! Oh aid my hand 


To hols the balance equal, and allow 
The few ſad moments of remaining life 
To retroſpection uſeful! make my end, 


As my firit wiſh (thou know'ſt the heart) has been, 


To make my whole of being to my friends, 
My tellow-pilgrims thro? this world of woe, 
Inſtructive Oh could I conduct but one, 
One only with me, to our Canaan's reſt, 
How could I meet my fate, nor think it hard! 


Not think it hard ?—Burſt into tears, my ſoul ; 


Guſh every pore of my diſtracted frame, 


Guſh into drops of blood !- But one; ſave one, 
Or guide to Canaan's reſt ? - when all thy views 


In better days were dedicate alone 


To 
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To guide, perſuade to that celeſtial reſt, 
Souls which have liſtened with devotion's ear 
To Sion's ſongs enchanting from thy lips, 

And tidings ſwect of Jeſu's pardoning love! 

But one, ſave one? — Oh, what a reſt is this! 
Oh what a Sabbath in this dungeon's gloom, 
This priſon-houſe, meet emblem of the realm 
Reſerv'd for the ungodly ! Hark, methinks 
I hear the cheerful melody of praiſe 
And penitential ſweetneſs *! Tis the ſound, 

The well-known ſound, to which my foul attun'd 
For year ſucceeding year, hath hearken'd glad, 
m And {till with freſh delight: while all my powers 
In bleſt employ have preſt the ſaving truths 
Of grace divine, and faith's all-conquering might, 
On the ſure Rock of Ages grounded firm. 
c Thoſe hours are gone! and here, from heaven 
ſhut out, | | 
And heavenly works like theſe, on this lov'd day, 
| Reſt of my God,—I only hear around | 
ad The diſmal clang of chains; the hoarſe rough ſhout 
Of diſſonant imprecation ; and the c 
Of miſery and vice, in fearful din 
I'mpetuous mingled ; while my frighted mind 
en, I Shrinks back in horror! while the ſcalding tears 
Involuntary ſtarting, furrow down 
My ſickly cheeks ; and whirling thought confus'd 
For giddy moments, ſcarce alluws to know | 
Or where, or who, or what a wretch I am! 


! Not know ?—Alas! too well it ſtrikes my heart, 
jul ; MEmpbatical it ſpeaks! while dungeons, chains, 
© Referring more immediately to the duty of the Mag- 


hapel, 
. D 8 
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And bars and bolts proclaim the mournful truth, 
6+ Ah what a wretch thou art! how ſunk, how fall'n, 
4%, From what high ſtate ot bliſs, into what woe!” 
Fall'n from the ropmoſt bough that plays in air 
E'en of the talleſt cedar ; where aloft 

Proud happineſs her tow'riffg eyerie built; 

Built, as I dreamt, for ages. Idle dream! 

And yet, amongſt the millions of mankind, 

Who fleep like me, how few, like me deceiv'd, 
Do not indulge the ſame fantaſtic dream ! 

Give me the angel's clarion! = Let me ſound, 
Loud as the blaſt which ſhall awake the dead; 
Oh let me ſound, and call the flumberers forth 
To view the viſion which deluſion charms ; 

To ſhake the potent incantation off; 

Or ere it burſt in ruin on their ſouls, 

As it has burſt on mine.—Not on my ſoul! 
Retra't the dread idea: Righteo God! 

Not on my ſoul ! Oh thou art gracious all, 
And with an eye of pity from thy throne 
Ot majeſty ſupernal, thou behold'ſt 

The creatures of thy hand, thy feeble ſons, 
Struggling with fin, with Satan, and the world, 
Their ſworn and deadly foes : and having felt 
In human fleſh the trials of our kind, 

Know'ſt ſympathetic how to aid the tried! 


Rock of my hope! the raſh, raſh phraſe forgive 


Safe is my ſoul; nor can it know one fear, 
Grounded on Thee Unchangeable ! Thee firſt, 
Thee laſt, great Cleanſer of all human fin! 

But tho? fecure the v« flel rides in port, 
Held firm by faith's ſtrong anchor,—well it ſuits 
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The mariner to think by what ſtran ge means 
Thro' perils. unconceivable he pals'd; 
Thro' rocks, ſands, pirates, ſtorms, and boiſterous 
waves, t 
And happily obtain'd that port at laſt. 

On thefe my thou ghtsare bent: nor deem it wrong, 
Miniſt'ring angels! whoſe benignant taſk | 
Aſſign'd by Heav'n, is to conſole diſtreſs, 

And hold up human hearts amidit the toil 

Of human woe * !—Bleſt ſpirits, who detight 
In ſweet, ſubmithve reſignation's ſmile, 
To that high will you know tor ever right z— 
Deem it not wrong, that with a wee ping eye, 
Deem it not wrong, that «ith a bleeding heart, 


I dwell a while, unworthicſt of my race, 


On thoſe black rocks, thoſe quick-ſands, waveg and 
' ſtorms, N 
Which in a ſea f trouble have engulph' 
All, all my earthly comforts; and have left 
Me, a poor naked. ſhipwreck'd, ſuffering wreteh 
On this bleak (hore, in tis confinement drear ; 
At fight of which, in better days, my ſoul 
Hath ſtarted back with horror! while my friend, 
My boſom-partner in each hour of pain, 
With antidotes preventive kind:y arm'd, 
Trembling for my lov'd health, when chriſtian calls 
And zeal for other's welfare, haply brought 
My ſteps at endant on this den of death! 
Oh diſmal change! now not in friendly ſort 
A chriſtian vifitor, to pour the balm 
Of chriſtian comfort in ſome wretch's ear,— 
I am that wretch my ſclf! and want, much want, 


i "++ See Pſalm xxxiv. 7. Heb. i. 14, 
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The chriſtian conſolation I beſtow'd ; , 
So cheerfully beſtow'd ! want, want, my God, 
From Thee the mercy, from my fellow-man 
The lenient mercy, which, great judge of hearts, 
To Thee I make the folemn, ſad appeal— 
That mercy, which Thou know*ſ my gladſome ſoul 
Ever ſprang forth with tranſport to impart ! 

Why then, myſterious providence! purſued 
With ſuch unfeeling ardour ? why purtued 
To death's dread buurn, by men to me unknown! 
Way op the deep queſtion; it o'erwhelins my 

oul ; 

It reels, it ftaggers !—Earth turns round!—my brain 
Whirls in contufion ! my impetuous heart 
Throbs with pulſations not to be reſtrain'd : 
Why ?—where?--Oh Cheſterfield! my ton, my ſon! 
| Nay, talk not of compoſure! I had thought 
Tn olden time, that my weak heart was ſoft, 
And pity's ſelf might break it. LI had thought 
That marble- eyed ſeverity would crack 
The lender nerves which guide my reins of ſenſe, 
And give me up to madneis. Tis not fo: 
My heart is callous, and my nerves are tough: 
It will not break! they will not crack; or elſe 
What more, juſt Heaven, was wanting to the deed, 
Than to behold Oh that eternal night 
Had in that moment ſcreen'd me from myſelf ! 
My Stanhope to behold, whoſe filial ear 
Drank pleas'd the lore of wiſdom from my tongue. 
My Stanhope to behold!—Ah picrcing fight! 
Forget it ;—'tis diſtraction: — Speak who can! 

But I am loſt! a criminal adjudg'd! 
A guilty miſcreant! Canſ thou think, my friend, 
Oh Butler, — midſt a million faithful found NG 


, 
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Oh canſt thou think, who know'ſt, who long haſt 

qo, known, . þ*% ” 

My inmoſt !oul ; oh canſt thou think that life, 

From ſuch rude outrage for a moment ſav'd, 

nd fav'd almoſt by a miracle * deſerves 

he languid with, or e'er can be ſuſtain'd? 

It can—it mult! That miracle alone 

o life gives contequence. Oh deem it not 

reſumptuous. that my g ateful foul hus rates 

The pretenrt high deliverance it hath found; — 

Sole effort of thy wiſdom, Sovereign Power, 

hour whote knowledge not a ſparrow falls! 

Dh may I ceaſe to live, ere ceafe i» bleſs 

I hat interpohug hand, which turn'd alide,- 

Nay to my life and preſervation turn'd 

he fatal blow precipitate, ordain'd 

o level all my little hopes in duſt, 

nd give me to the grave! Rather, my hand, 

Forget thy cunning! Rather thall my tongue 

In gloomy filence bury every note 

om glad heart reſyondent than I ceaſe 

o dedicate to Him who ſpar'd mv life, 

Each breath, each power, while He vouchſafes to 
tend 

he precious boon !—To Him be all irs praiſe! 

o Him be all irs ſervice! Long or ſhort, 

he gitt's the ſame : ro live or die to him 

I; gain ſufficient, everlaſting gain; 

ud may that gain be mice I live, I live! 


* Referring to the caſe reſerved for the ſolemn «decifrm 
f the twelve judges; and which gav- the priteior a much 
enger ſpace than his moſt ſanguine friends cu He 
ectcd, from the cymplexion of the proceſs. Se. e S 7.18 
«per for Feb. 1775. | | 
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Ye hours, ye minutes, bounty of his grate, 
Fleet not away without improvement due: 
Rich on your wings bear penitence and prayer 
To Heavn's all- clement Ruler; and to man 
Bear all the retribution man can make ! 
Ye precious hours, ye moments ſnatch'd from death, 
Replete with incenſe riſe, that my cheer'd ſoul, 
When comes the ſolemn call, may fpring away, 
Delighted, to the boſom of its God! 

ho ſhall condemn the truſt ?=proud rationals 
(That deep in ipeculation's *wildering maze 
Bemule Aae with error, and contound 
The laws of men, of nature, and of Heav'n) 
Preiumptuous in their wiſdom, dare dethrone 
Even from his works the Maker: and contend 
That He who form'd it governs not the world: 
While, ſteep'd in ſenſe's Lethe, ſons of earth 
From the world's partial picture gaily draw 
Their mad concluſions. Bold broad-ſtaring vice, 
Lull'd on the lap of every mundane bliſs, 
At meek-eyed Virtue's patient ſuffering ſcoffs, 
And dares with — inſolence the God 
Regardleſs of his votaries! - Vain and blind! 
Alike thro' wiſdom or through folly blind 
Whoſe dim contrafted view the petty round, 
The mere horizon of the preſent hour 
In darkneſs terminatcs ! Oh could I ope 
The golden portals of eternal day; 
Pour on your fight the congregated blaze 
Of light, of wiſdom, burſting from the throne 
Of univerſal glory; on the round 
The boundleſs cycle of His moral plan, 
Who, hid in clouds terrific, Maſter fits 
Of ſubject men and worlds; and ſees at once 
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The ample ſcene of preſent, future, paſt, = 
All naked to his eye of flame :—all rang'd 


In harmony complete to work his will, 
And finiſh with the plaudit of the ſkies ! 
But,—while this w helming blazon may not burſt 
ls On the weak eyes of mortals ; while confin'd 
Thro? dark dim glaſs, with dark dim fight to look 
All trembling to the future, and collect 
The ſcatter*d rays of wiſdom ; while referr'd 
s Our infant reaſon to the guiding hand 
Of faith ſtrong-eyed, which never quits the view 
Of Jeſus, her great pole-ſtar! from whoſe word, 
Irradiate with the luſtre of his love, 
She lcarns the mighty Maſter to explore 
In all his works: and from the meaneſt taught 
Beholds the God, the Father,—Scorn ye not, 
My fellow-pilgrims, fellow- heirs of death, 
And, oh triumphant thought !--my fellow-heirs 
A Of life immortal; —if not ſold to ſenſe | 
And infidelity's black cauſe, you caſt 
Ungracious trom yourſelves the proffer'd boon 2 _ 
—Then ſcorn not, oh my friends, when Heaven 
vouchſafes . 
To teach by mcaneſt objects, reptiles, birds, 
To take one leſſon from a worm like me! 
Proof of a gracious providence I live; 
To him be all the glory! Ot his care 
Paternal, his ſupporting ſignal love, 
T live each hour an argument. Away 
The ſyſtematic dulneſs of diſpute ! 
Away, each doating reaſoner Il feel, 
Feel in my inmoſt heart the conſcious ſenſe, 
The gratetvl preſſure of diſtinguiſh'd grace, 
And live, and only wiſh for life to praiſe it. 
For ſay, my ſoul, — nor *midſt this lilence _ 
his 
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This midnight, awful, melancholy gloom, 
Nor in this folemn moment of account 


TTwixt thee and Heaven, —when on his altar lies 


A facrifice thy naked bleeding heart! 

Say, nor felt-flartcring, to thy conſcience hold 
The mirror of deceit : couldſt thou, have thought 
Thy nervez,thy head, thy heart, thy frame, thy ſenſe, 
Sufficient to ſuſlain the ſudden ſhock, . 
Rude as a burliing earthquake, which at once 
Toppled the happy cuifice adown, 

Whelm'd t\:ee and thine beneath its ruinous craſh, 
And buried ail in forrow ?—'Porn away 
Impetuous from thy home, thy much-lov'd home, 
Wi hout one moreent to feffection giv'n! 
By ſoothing, fol-an promite led to place 
Ingenubus all thy © nlidence of Efe 

In men, aſluming gentle pity's guife!“ 

Vain confidence in ou hr beneath the ſun ! 
Behold the hour, the dreadful hour arriv'd : 
The priſon opes its ruthleſs gates upon thee! 
Oh Horror! But what's ths, this freſh attack! 
„is the, *is-the! my weeping. fainting wite ! 


And haſt thou faithful found me? Ha thy love 


„Thus burſt thro? er'ty barrier? Hail thou trac'd 
„ Depreſt in health, and t111:4 as thou art 

% At midnig t trac'd the deſolate wild ſtreets ; 

« Thu: ima prion's loom to throw thy arms 

% Of conjural ended ment round the neck 

« Ot thy loft nuſband : - hate, exact hy worſt; 
6 The buternels is patt, — Idea vain ! 

To tenfold bitterne s drench'd in my deep cup 

Ot gall he morning r1'es | Statue like, 
Inauitwa e, half dead, and fainting half, 
To ſtaud a ſpectacle! the pizier ſtern 
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Denying to my pleading tears one pang 
Of human ſympathy ! Conducted forth, 
Amid'ſt the unteeling populace ; purſued 
Like ſome deer, which from the hunter's aim 
Hath ta'en its deadly hurt; and glad to find 
Panting with woe, —my refuge in a gaol! 
Can milery ſtretch more tight the torturing cord ? 

But hence this ſottn:ſs! Wherefore thus lament 
Theſe p-tiy, poor eſcutebeons of thy fate, 
When lies—all worthy of thyſelf and life, 
Cold in the hearſe of ruin ?—Rather tuin 
Grateful thine eyes, and raiſe, tho? red with tears, 
To his high throne, who looks on thy diſtreſs 
With fatherly compaſſion ; kindly throws 
Sweet comtort's mixture in thy cup, and ſoothes 
With Gilead's balm thy death-wound. He it is 
Who, 'midſt the ſhock diſrupting, holds in health 
Thy ſhatter'd frame, and keeps thy reaſoa clear; 
He, He it is, whoſe pitying powers ſupports 
Thy humbled ſoul, deep humbled in the duſt, 
Beneath the ſenſe of guilt; the mournful ſenſe 
Of deep tranſgreſſion gainſt thy fellow- men, 
Of ſad offence gainſt Him, thy Father God; 
Who, laviſh in his bounties, woo'd thy heart 
With each paternal bleſfin2 ; ah ingrate, 
And worthleſs! Yet—( His mercies who can count, 
Or truly ſpeak his prai/e !)—Yet thr. this gloom 
Of ſelf-conviction, lowly He vouchſafes 
To dart a ray of comfort, like the Sun's, 
All-cheering thro? a ſummer's evening ſhower! 
Arch'd iv his gorgeous tky, I view the Bow, 
Of grace ſix d emblem! * [is that grace alone 
Which gives my ſoul its firmaeſs ; builds my hope 
Beyond the grave; and bids me ſpurn the _ 
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Firſt of all bleſſings, hait f Yet Thou, from whom 

Both firſt and laſt, doth great and ſmall proceed ; 

Exhauſtleſs ſour.e of every good to man, 

Accept ior all, the tribute of my praiſe ; 

For all are thine!—Thine the ingenuous friends, 

Who f dace with compaſſion ſucet my woe 

Mingle with mine their ſympathetic tears; 

Inceffant and diſintereſted toil 

To work my weal ; and, delicately kind, 

Watch every keener ſenſibility 

That lives about my ſoul. Oh, more than friends, 

In t:nderneſs my children Thine are too 

The very keepers of the rugged jail, 

Il ſchool to learn humanity's ſoft lore !=- 

Yet here humanity their duty pays, ; 

Reſpectably affecting! Whilſt they tend 


My little wants, officious in their zeal, 


They turn away, and fain would hide the tear 
That guathes all unbi Iden to their eye, | 
And anctiſies their ſervice.— On their 


Thy bleſſing, Lord of Bounty ! — 


— But, of all. 
All thy choice comforts in this drear diſtreſs, 
God of our fiſt young love! Thine is the Wife, 
Who with aſſiduous eare, from night to morn, 
From mora to night, watches my every need ; 
And, as in brighteſt days of peace and joy, 
Smiles on my anguiſh, while her own poor breaſt 
Is full almoſt to buriting ! Proftrate, Lord, 
Before thy footſtool—Thov, whoſe higheſt ſtyle 
On earth, in heaven, is love! Thou, who baſt 


Thro' human hearts the tender charities,{ breath'd 


The ſocial fond affections which unite 


And 
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And guide to every good! Thou, whoſekind eye 
Complacent muſt behold the rich, ripe fruit, 
Mature and mellow'd on the generous ſtock -- 
Ot thy own caretul/planting !—Low on earth, 
And mingled with my native duſt, I cry; 
With all the Huſband's anxious fondneſs cry ; 
With all the friend's ſolicitude and truth; 
With all the teacher's fervour,-** God of Love, 
« Vouchſate thy choiceſt comforts on her head! 
« Be thine my ta.c's decifion: To thy will 
« With angel reſignation, lo! we bend 1/24. » 
But hark! what found, wounding the night's 
dull car, 
Burſts ſuduen on my ſenſe, and makes more horrible 
Theſe midnight horrors ?/—Tis the ſolemn bell, 
Alarum to the priſoners of death“! 
Hark! what a groan, reſponſive from the cells 
Of condemnation, calls upon my heart, 


My thrilling heart, for intercefjipn,ftr 
And pleadings in the Carer be | — 32 
My tellow- ſufferers, and my fellow- men! 

Ceaſe then awhile the ſtrain. my plaiative ſoul, 
And veil thy face of ſorrou! Lon ly hours 
Soon will return thee to thy midnight taſk, 

For much remains to ſing; ſad themes, untun 
As deem'd perchance too mournful;—yet, what elle 
Than themes like theſe can ſuit a mule like mine 2 


—And might it be, tlat while ing-nuous woe 
Bleeds thro? my verſe ; vhile the lucceeding page 
® This allules to a very ftriz 5 + 
Nance, The Bellman of Sr. Sepur =_ uu 3 
is by long aud pious cuſtom appointed \ / — 


. "is _ announce at mide. 
night to the condemned criminals iu bu 
bear of their departure is at hand! N cello, That the 
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Weaving with my ſad ſtory the detail 
Of crimes, of puniſhments, of priſons drear, 
Of preſent life and future, — ſad diſcourſe 
And ſerious ſhall contain; Oh might it be, 
That human hearts may liſten and improve; 
O might it be, that benefit to ſouls 
Flow from the weeping tablet: tho' the Man 
In torture die, —the Painter ſhall rejoice ! 


Sunday, Marcu 2, 1777. 
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THOUGHTS IN PRISON. 
SUNDAY, March the 2d, 1777. 


WEEK THE SECOND. 
THE RETROSPECT» 
()® not that thou goeſt hence—ſweet drooping 
fl 


ower, | 
Surcharg'd 2 Sorrow's dew !—Not that thou 
uitt' : 
This 2 and feveriſh gloom, which beams with 
light, 

With heaſth, with comfort, by thy preſence cheer'd, 

Companion of my life, and ot my woes 

Bleſt ſoother ! Not that thou goelt hence to drink 

A purer air, and gather from the breath 

Of balmy ſpring new ſuccour, to recruit 

Thy wavning health, and aid thee to ſuſtain, 

With more than manly fortitude, thy own 

And my afflictive trials! Not that here, 

Amidſt the glories of this genial day, 

Immur'd, thro? iron bars I peep at Hearen 

With dim, lack-luſtre eye !—Oh, 'tis not this 

That drives the poiſon'd point of torturous thought 

Deep to my ſpring of life! It is not this 

Thar proſtrate lays me weeping in the duſt, 

And draws in ſobs the life-blood from my heart ! 
Well could I bear thy — : well, tull well; 
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Tho? angel-comforts in thy converſe ſmile, 
And make my dungeon Paradiſe! Full well 
Could I fuſtain thro? iron bars to view 
The golden Sun, in bridegroom- majeſty 
Taking benignant nature to his love, 


And decking her with bounties! Well, very well 


Could I forego the delicate delight 


Ot tracing nature's germens as they bud; 

Of viewing ſpring's ürſt children as they riſe 
In innocent ſweetneſs, or beneath the thorn 

In rural privacy; or on gay parterre 

More arttul, leſs enchantingI— Well, very well 
Could 1 forego to liſten, —in this houſe 
Of unremitted din, —and nought complain; 
To liſten as I oft have ſtood with thee 
Liſtening in fond endearment to the voice 

Of itock-dove, thro? the filence of the wood 
Hoarſe murmering !—Well, oh could I forego 
Theſe innocent, tho' exquilite delights, 

Still new, and to my boſom {till attun'd 

In moral, mental melody Sweet Spring! 
Well could I bear this fad exile from Thee, 
Nor drop one tear reluctant; for my ſoul, 
Strong to ſuperior feelings ſoars aloft 

To eminence of miſery !—Confin'd 

On this bleſs'd day-=the Sabbath of my God! 
Not from his Houſe alone, not from the power 
Of joyful worſhip with aſſembling crowds'*, 
But from the Jabours once ſo amply mine, 

The labours of his love. Now, laid aſide, 
Cover'd my head with ignominious duſt, 

My voice is ſtopp'd! and had I e'en the power, 


* Sec Pſalm Ixxxiv. 
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Strong ſhame,and ſtronger grief would to that voice 
Forbid al! utterance !—Ah, thrice haple's voice, 
By Heaven's own finger all indulgent tun'd 

To touch the heart, and win th? attentive ſoul 
To love of truth divine, how uſeleſs now, 

How diſſonant, unſtrung!— Like Salem's harps, 
Once fraught with richeſt harmony of praiſe, 
Hung in ſad fil-nce by Euphrates“ ſtream, 

Upon the mournful willows! There they wept, 
Thy captivEpeople wept, O God !—when thought 
To bitter memory recalld the ſongs, 

The dulcet ſongs of Sion! Oh bleit ſongs, 
Tranſporting chorus of united hearts, 

In cheertul mulic mounting to the praiſe 

Ot Sion's King of Glory !—Oh the joy 
Tranſcendant, of petitions wing'd alovtt 

With fervour irrefiſtible trom throngs 

Aſſembled in thy earthly courts, dread King 


Of all-dependant nature !—looking up 


For all to Thee, as do the ſervants eyes 

Up to their foſtering Maſter ! Joy of joys, 

Amidſt ſuch throng'd afſemblies to ſtand foith, 

To blow the Silver Trumpet of thy Grace; 

The gladſome year of jubilee to proclaim, 

And offer to the aching ſinner's heart 

Redemption's healing mercies ! And methinks 

(—Indulge the pleating reverie, my ſoul ! 

The waking dream, which in oblivion ſweet 

Lulls thy o'erlabour'd ſenſe !) methinks convey'd 

To Ham's lov'd ſhades, dear favourite ſhades, by 

peace 

And pure religion ſanctify'd, I hear 

The tunetul bells their hallow'd meſſage ſound 

To Chriſtian hearts ſymphonious! Circling time 
E 2 Once 


if 
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Once more hath happily brought round the day 
Which calls us to the temple of our God: 
Then let us haſte, in decent neatneſs clad, 
My cheerful little houſchold, to his courts, 
So lov'd, ſo truly honour'd! There we'll mix 
In meek, ingenuous deprecation's cry ; 
There we'll unite in full thanſgiving's choir, 
And all the rich melodiouineſs of praiſe. R 
I feel, I feel the rapture! David's harp 
Concordant with a thouiand voices ſounds : 
Prayer mounts exulting : Man aſcends the ſkies 
On wings of angel-fervour ! Holy writ 
Or e the wonders of Jehovah's power, 
Or tells in more than mortal majeſty, | 
The greater wonders of his love to man! 
Proots of that love, fee where the myttic ſigns, 
High emblems of unutterable grace, | 
Confirm to man the zeal of Heaven to ſave, 
And call to gratitude's beſt office ! 
— Wiſe 
In all thy ſacred inſtitutions, Lord, 
Thy Sabbaths with peculiar wiſdom fline ; 
Firſt and high argument, creation doue, 

Of thy benign ſolicitude for man, : 
Thy chieſfeſt, favourite creature. "Time is thine : 
How juſt o claim a part, who giv'it the whole! 

But ch, how graciuus, to allign that part 

To man's ſupreme behoof, his ſoul's beſt good; 
His mortal and his mental benefit; 

His body's genial comfort! Savage elſe, 

Untauy ht, undiſciplin'd, in ſhaggy pride 

He'd rov'd the wild, amidſt the brutes a brute 
Ferecious; 16 the loft civilities | 
Of cultivated lite, Religion, Truth, 
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A barbarous ſtranger, To thy Sabbaths the 
All hail, wiſe Legiſlator ! *Tis to theſe 
We owe at once the memory of thy works, 
Thy mighty works of nature and of grace ;— 
We owe divine religion : and to theſe 
The decent comelineſs of ſocial lite. 

Revere, ye earthly magiſtrates, who wield 
The ſword of Heaven, —the wiſdom of Heaven's 

Me. 

And fant the Sabbath of your God! 
Religion's all : With that or ſtands or falls 
Your country's weal! but where ſhall ſhe obtain, 
—Religion, fainted pilgrim, —ſheltcr ſafe 
Or honourable greeting; —thro' the land, 
It led by high and low, in giddy dance, 
Mad profanation on the ſacred day 
Of God's appointed reſt, her revel-rout 
Inſulting heads, and leaves the temple void? 
—Oh, my lov'd country! oh, ye thoughtleſs great, 
Intoxicate with draughts, that opium-like 
For tranſient moments ſtupity the mind 
To wake in horrors, and confuſion wild! 

But ſoft, and know thyſelf! *Tis not for thee, 
Poor deſtitute ! thus groveling in the duſt 
Of ſelf-annihilation, to aſſume 
The Cenſor's office, and reprove mankind. 
Ah me, —thy day oft duty is declined ! 
Tho' rather, to the quick probe thine own wounds, 
And plead for mercy at the judgment. ſeat, 
Where conſcience {mites thee for th* offence de- 

plor'd. 

Vet not preſumptuous deem it, Arbiter 
Ot human thoughts, that thro? the long, long gloom 
Of multiply'd W IP I bchold 
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Complacent ſmiling on my ſickening ſoul, 

Delight in thy lov'd Sabbaths!” Well Thou 
know*ſt— 

For thou knoweſt all things,--that the cheerful ſound 

Of that bleſt day's return, for circling weeks, 

For months, for years, for more than thrice ſeven 
years, 

Was muſic to my heart! My feet rejoic'd 

To bear me to thy temples, haply traught 

With Comfort's tidings; with thy goſpel's truth, 

The goſpel of thy peace! Oh, well Thou knoa'ſt, 

Who knoweſt all things, with what welcome toil, 

What pleaſing aſſiduity I ſearch'd 

Thy heavenly word, to learn thy heavenly will; 

That faithful I might miniſter its truth, 

And of the high commiſſion nought keep back 

From the great congregation *! Well thou know'ſt, 

—Yole, ſacred Witne!, of my private hours.— 

How copioufly I bath'd with pleading tears, 

How earneſtly in prayer confign'd to Thee 

The humble efforts of my trembling pen; 

My beſt, weak efforts in my Maſter's cauſe ; 

Weak as the feather *gainſt the giant's thield, 

Light as the goſmer floating on the wind, 

Without thy aid omnipotent! Thou know'ſt 

How, anxious to improve in every grace, 

That beſt to man's attention might commend 

Th' important meſſage, ſtudious I apply'd 

My feeble talents to the holy art 

Of !ſuafive elocution ; emulous ; 

Of every acquiſition which might clothe 

In pureſt digaity the pureſt work, 


# Pſalm Xl. ver. 10. 
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The firſt, the higheſt office man can bear, 

6« The Meſſenger of God; And well Thou know'ſt, 

For all the work, as all the praiſe is Thine— 

What ſweet ſucceſs accompanied the toil : 

What barveſts bleſs'd the ſeed-time! Well thou 
| know'ſt, 

With u hat triumphant gladneſs my rapt ſoul 

Wrought in the vineyard! how it thankful bore 

The noon-day's heat, the evening's chilly froſt, 

Exulting in its much-loved Maſter's cauſe | 

To ſpend, and to be ſpent ! and bring it home 

From triple labours ot the well-toil'd day, 

A body by fatigue o'erborne; a mind 

Replete with glad emotions to it's God! 

Ah my lov*d houſehold ! ah, my little round 
Of ſocial friends ! well do you bear in mind 
Thoſe pleaſing evenings, when, on my return, 
Mich-with'd return—ſerenity the mild, 

And cheerfulneſs the innocent, with me 
Enter'd the happy dwelling ! Thou, my Erneſt, 
Ingenuous youth! whole early ſpring beſpoke 
Thy ſummer, as it is, with richeſt crops 
Luxuriant waving ; gentle youth, canſt thou 
Thoſe welcome hours forget? or thou—oh thou! 
— How ſhall I utter from my beating heart 
Thy name, ſo muſical, fo heavenly ſweet 
Once to theſe ears diſtracted! - Stanhope, ſay, 
Canſt thou forget thule hours, when, cloth'd in 
ſmiles 

Of fond reſpect, thou and thy friend have trove 
Whoſe little bands ſhould reudieſt ſupply 
My willing wants; officious in your zeal 
Jo make the Sabbath evenings, like the day, 

| A ſcene 
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A ſcene of ſweet compoſure to my ſoul * ! 
Oh happy Sabbaths !-—-Oh my ſoul's delight! 
Oh days of matchleſs mercy ! matchleſs praiſe ! 
Gone, gon?, for ever gone! How dreadful ſpent, 
Uſeleſs, in tears, and groans, and bitter woe, 
In this wild place of horrors +!—Oh, return, 
Ye happy Sabbaths !—or to that lov'd realm 
Diſmiſs me, Father of compaſſions, where 
Reigns one eternal Sabbath! Tho? my voice, 
Feeble at beſt, be damp'd, and cannot ſoar 
To ſtrains ſublime, beneath the ſorrowing ſenſe 
Of baſe ingratitude to thee, my Gd. 
My Father, Benefactor, Saviour, Friend, — 
Vet in that realm of reſt, *ewill quickly catch 
Congenial harmony! 'twill quickly riſe 
Even from humility's weak, trembling touch ; 
Riſe with the glowing Seraph in the choir, 
And ſtrive to be the loudeſt in thy praiſe, 

Too ſoaring thought! that in a moment ſunk 
By ſad reflection and convicting guilt, 
Falls proſtrate on the earth.—80, pois'd in air, 
And warbling his wild notes about the clouds, 
Almoſt beyond the ken of human fight ; 
Clapp'd to his fide his plumy ſteerage, down 
Drops—inſtantaneous drops the ſilent lark! 
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Good Friday, Eaſter, &c. once ſo peculiarly happy 
yet how paſt here - What a ſad want of the ſpirit of refor - 
mation! 

+ Boethius has a reflection highly applicable to the ſenſe 
of our Anthor: Nec inſiciari poſſum proſperitatis meæ 
velociſſimum curſum. Sed hoc eſt, quod recolentem me ve- 
hementius coquit. Nam in omni adverſitate fortunæ, infeli- 

ciſſimum genus eſt infortunizy ſuiſſe felicem,”” De Conſol. 
I. 2. Proſ. 4. | 
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—How ſhall I mount to Heaven? how join the 
choir 
Celeſtial of bright Seraphim ? depreſt 
Beneath the burden of a thouſand fins, 
On what bleſt dove-like wing ſhall I ariſe, 
And fly to the wiſh'd reſt ? 
—Of counſel free, 

Some to my aching heart, wi h kind intent, 
Offer the poiſonous balſam ot delert ; 
„Bid me take comfort from the cheering view 
« Of deeds benevolent, and active lite 
„ Spent for the weal of others!“ Syren-ſongs, 
Soon huſh'd by howlings of ſevere reproach, 
Unfeeling, uncompaſſionate, and rude, 
Which o'er my body, panting on the earth, 
With wounds incurable, inſulting, whirls 
Her iron ſcourge : accumulates each ill 
That can to man's beſt fame damnation add : 
Spies not one mark of white throughout my life; 
And, groaning o'cr my anguiſh to deſpair, 
As my ſoul, ſad reſource, indignant points! 

But not from you,—ah cruel, callous foes, 
Thus to exult and preſs a fallen man !— 
Nor even from you, tho? kind, miſtaken friends 
Admit we counſel here. Too deep the ſtake 
Too awful the eaquiry—how the ſoul 
May imile at death and meet its God in peace 
To reſt the auſwer on uncertain man! 
Alike above your fricndthip or your hate, 
Here, here I tour triumphant, and bchold 
Ar once contirmed ſecurity and joy, 
Bey..nd the reach ol mortal hand to ſhake, 


Or for a moment cloud.—Hail, bleeding Love! 


In thy humiliation deep and dread, 


Divine 
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Divine Philanthropiſt, my ranſom'd ſoul 

Beholds its triumph and avous its cure! 

Its perfect, free ſalvation, knows or feels 

No merit, no dependence, but thy faith, 

Thy hope and love conſummate! All abjures ; 

Caſts all, each care, each burden, at the foot 

Of thy victorious croſs : is heart and life 

One wiſh and word uniting—ever may 

Tnat wiſh and word in me, bleſt Lord, unite !— 

* Oh, ever may in me Thy will be done!“ 
Firm and unſhaken, as old Sion's Hill 

Remains this ſure foundation : who on Chriſt, 

The Corner-Stone, build faithful, build ſecure, 

Eternity is theirs. Then talk no more, 

Ye airy, vague, fantaſtic reaſoners, 

Of the light ſtubble, crackling in the fire 

Of God's inveſtigation ; of the chaff 

Diſpere'd, and floating *tore the lighteſt wind,— 

The chaff of human merit! pracious God! 

What pride, what contradiction in the term! 

Shall man, vain man, dreſt in a little power 

Deriv'd from Nature's Author; and that power, 

Holding, an humble tenant, at the will 

Of him who treely gave it; His high will, 

The dread Supreme Diſpoſer, ſhall poor man, 

A beggar indigent and vile, —enrich'd 

With every precious faculty of ſoul, 

Of reaſon, intellect: with every gift 

Of animal life luxuriant from the ſtore 

Of une xhauſted bounty; ſhall he turn 

That bounty to abuſe; laviſh dety 

The Giver with his gifts, —a rebel baſe ! 

And yet, preſumptuous, arrogant, deceiv'd, 

Aſſume a pride for actions not his own, 


Or 


( 
| 
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Or boaſt of merit, when his all's for God, 

And he that all has ſquander'd ! Pureſt faints, 

Brighteſt archangels, in the choir of heaven, 

Fulfilling all complete his holy will, 

Who plac'd them high in glory as they ſtand ; 

Fulfil but duty ! nay, as owing more 

From love's ſupreme diſtinction, readier veil 

Their radiant faces with their golden plumes ; 

And fall more humbled *fore the throne they hymn 

With gratitude ſuperior. Could bold pride 

One moment whiſper to their lucid ſouls | 

Deſert's intolerable folly, —down, [ 

Like Lucifer, the Morning-ſtar, they'd fall 

From their bright ſtate obſcur'd ! Then, proud, 

poor worm, 

Conceiv'd in fins, offending from thy youth, 

In every point tranſgreſſor of the law 

Of righteouſneſs: of merit towards God, 

Dream, if thou can'ſt : or, madman if thou art, 

Stand on that plea for heav'n, —and be undone ! 
Bleſt be thy tender mercy, God of Grace! 

That *midf{t the terrors of this trying hour, 

When in this midnight, lonely, prifon gloom, 

My inmoſt ſoul hangs naked to thy view ; 

When, undiſſembled in the ſearch, I fain 

Would know, explore, and balance every thought 

(For ob, I ſee Eternity's dread gates 

Expand before me, ſoon perhaps to cloſe !) — 

Bleſt be thy mercy, that, ſubcued to thee, 

Each loity vain imagination bows ; 

Each bigh idea humbled in the duſt, 

Of ſelt-ſufficient righteouſneſs my ſoul 

Diſclaims, abhors, with reprobation full 


The lighteſt apprehenſion !— Worthleſs, Lord, 
' | Even 
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Even of the meaneſt crumb beneath thy board. 
Bleit be thy mercy, that, ſo far from due, 

I own thy bounties, manitold and rich, 

Upon my ſoul have laid a debt ſo deep, 

That I can never pay !—And oh! I feel 

Compundction inexpreſſible, to think | 

How I have us'd thoſe bounties ! ſackcloth-clad, 

And cover*d o'er with aſhes, I deplore 

My utter worthleſſneſs; and, trembling, own 


Thy wrath and juſt diſpleaſure well might fink 


In deeper floods than theſe, that o'er my head 
Roar horrible,—in fiery floods of woe, 

That know nor end nor reſpite! but, my God, 
Bleſt be thy mercy ever! Thou'ſt not left 

My ſoul to Deſp:ration's dark diſmay ! 

On Calvary's Hill my mourning eye diſcerns, 
With faith's clear view, that Spectacle which wipes 


.Each tear away, and bids the heart exult ! 


There hangs the Love of God! There hangs of man 
The Ranſom; there the Merit ; there the Cure 
Of human grief—The Way, the Truth, the Life ! 
Oh Thou, for fin- burnt-ſacrifice complete! 
Oh Thou, of holy life th' exemplar bright! 
Perſection's lucid mirror! while to Thee 
Repentance ſcarce dare lift her flowing eyes, 
Though in his ſtrong arms manly Faith ſupports 
The ſelf- convicted mourner !—Let not love, 
Source of thy matchleſs mercies, aught delay, 
Like Mary, with Humility's meek hand 
Her precious box of coſtly Nard to pour 
On thy dear feet: diffuſing through the houſe 
The odour of her ungnents! Let not Love, 
Looking with Gratitude's full eve to Thee, 
Ceuſe with the hallow'd fragrance of her _ 
0 
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To cheer thy lowlieſt members; to refreſh 
Thee in thy ſaints afflicted! Let not Love, 
Cenſe with each ſpiritual grace, each temper mild, 
Fruits of the Holy Spirit, —to enrich, 
To fill, perfume, and ſanctify the ſoul 
Aſſimilate to Thee, ſweet Jeſu! Thee 
That ſoul's immortal habitant. How bleſt, 
How beyond value rich the privilege, 
To welcome ſuch a Gueſt! how doubly bleſt 
With ſuch a ſignature,—the royal ſtamp 
Of thy reſemblance, Prince of Righteouſneſs, 
Qt Mercy, Peace, and Truth! Oh more and more 
Transform me to that Image ! More and more 
Thou New Creation's Author, form complete 
In me the birth divine; the heavenly mind, 
The love cen{ummate,—all-periorming love, 
Winch dwelt in Thee, its Patern and its Source; 
And is to man, happy regenerate man, 
Heaven's ſureſt foretaſte, and its earngſt too. | 
The thought delights and chcers, though not 
elates: „ | 
Through penſive Meditation's ſable gloom 
It darts a ray of ſoft, well-temper'd light, 
A kind of lunar radiance on my foul, 
Gentle, not dazzling! Thou, who knoweſt all, 
Know®ft well, thrice 21acious Maſter! that my heart 
Attun'd to thy dear love, howe'er ſeduc'd 
By werldly adulation from its vows, | 
And for a few contemptible, contemn'd | 
Unhappy moments faithlefs; well thou know'ſt | 
"That heart ne'er knew true peace but in thy love: 
That heart hath in thy love known thorough peace! 
Hath frequent panted for that love's. full growth; 
And tought occafions to di'play its warmth h 
Y 


1 
By deeds of kindneſs, mild humanity, 
And pitying mercy to its fellow-men ! 
And thou haſt bleſt me! and I will rejoice 
That thou haſt bleſt me! thou haſt giv'n my ſoul 
The Luxury of Luxuries to wipe 
The tear from many an eye; to ſtop the groan 
At many an aching heart. And Thou wilt wipe 
The tears from mine, and Thou the groan repreſs; 
And Thou,—for ob, this beating heart is thine, 
Fram'd by thy Hand to pity's quickeſt touch, —- 
Thou wilt forgive the finner; and beſtow | 
Mercy, ſweet mercy ! which, inſpir'd by Thee, 
He never had the power, and ne'er the wall, 
To hold from others when he could beſtow ! 

Shall he not then reſt happily ſecure 
Of mercy, thrice bleſt mercy from mankind ? 
Where reſts it? - Reſignation's meek- eyed power 
Suſtain me ſtill; Compoſure ſtill be mine: 
Where reſis it? —Oh myſterious Providence! 
Silence the wild idea: — I have found 
No mercy yet; no mild humanity: 
With cruel unrelenting rigour torn, 
And, loſt in priſon, wild to all below! 

So from his daily toil, returning late 
O'er Griſon's rugged mountains, clad in ſnow, 
The peaſant with aſtonith'd eyes beholds 
A gaunt wolf, from the pine-grove howling ruſh! 
Chill horror ſtiffens him, alike to fly 
Unable, or refiſt; the monſter feeds 
Blood-happy, growling, on his quivering heart! 
Meanwhile light blazes in his lonely cot | 
The crackling hearth ; his careful wife prepares 
Her humble cates ; and through the lattic'd light 
His little ones, expettins his return, 


Peep, 
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Reſentful in thy boſom? Art thou yet, 


($8 F 

Peep, anxious! Ah, poor victim, he nor hearth 

Bright blazing, nor the houſcwife's humble cates, 

Nor much-lov'd children henceforth more ſhall ſee! 
But ſoft: *Tis calm reflection's midnight hour; 

*Tis the ſoul's ſolemn inqueſt. Broods a thought 


Penitent pilgrim, on earth's utmoſt bourn, 

And candidate for Heaven,—art thou yet 

In love imperfect ? and has male place, 

With dark revenge, and unforgiving hate, 
Hell's blackeſt offspring? - Glory to my God! 
With triumph let me ſing, and cloſe my ſtrain. 

Abhorrent ever from my carlieſt youth 

Of theſe deteſted paſſions in this hour, 

This trying hour of keen oppreſſive grief, 

My ſoul ſuperior riſes; nor of theſe 
Malevolent, a touch, the lighteſt touch 
Feels, or ſhall ever harbour ! Tho? it feels 

In all their amplitude, with all their weight, 
Ungentleſt treatment, and a load of woe, 
Heavy as that which fabling poets lay 

On proud Enceladus ! "Tho? life be drawn 

By Cruelty's fierce hand down to the lees, 
Yet can my heart, with all the truth of- prayer, 
With all the fervour of fincere defire, 
Looking at Thee, thou love of God and man; 
Yet can my heart in life or death implore, 

% Father, forgive them as Thou pitieſt me!“ 

O where's the wonder, when thy croſs is ſeen ! 
Oh, where's the wonder when thy voice is heard; 
Harmonious interceſſion ! Son of God! 

Oh, wherc's the wonder—or the merit where, 
Or what's the taſk to love- attuned ſouls 
Poor fellow-creatures pitying, to implore 

2 Forgiveneſs 
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Forgiveneſs for them? Oh forgive my foes! 

Beſt friends, perchance, for they may bring to 

Thee ! 

— Complete forgiveneſs on them, God of grace! 

Complete forgiveneſs, in the dreadtul hour, 

When molt they need forgiveneſs! And oh ! ſuch 

As, in that dreadful hour, my poor heart wants, 

And truſts, great Father, to receive from Thee, 

Such full forgiveneſs grant ;—and my glad toul 

Shall fold them then, my brethren, in thy houte! 
Thus do I ſooth, and while away with ſong 

My lonely hours, in drear confinement paſt, 

Like thee, oh gallant Raleigh !—or like thee, 

My hapleſs anceſtor, fam'd Overbury !— 

But Oh, in this how different is our fate ! 

Thou to a vengeful woman's ſubtle wile 

A hapleſs victim tallit ; while my deep gloom, 

Brighten'd by female virtue and the light a 

Of conjugal affection- Heads me oft, 

Like the poor priſon'd linnet, to forget 

Freedom, and runetul friends, and ruſſet heath, 

Vocal with native melody; to ſaell 

The fe: ble throat, and chaunt the lowly ſtrain; 

As in the ſeaton, when from ſpray to ſpray 

Flew V'berty on light elaſtic wing, 

She flies no more :—Be mute, my plaintire lyre! 


MaARcu 15, 1777. 


END OF THE SECOND WEEK. 
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THOUGHTS IN PRISON. 
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WEEK THE THIRD, 
PUBLIC PUNISHMENT, 


V are thy generous efforts, worthy Bull “, 

Thy kind compaſſion's vain! The hour is 
come : | 

Stern fate demands compliance: I muſt paſs 

Thro' various deaths, keen torturing, to arrive 

At that my heart ſo fervently implores ; 

Yet fruitleſs. Ah! why hides be his fell front 

From woe, from wretchedneſs, that with glad ſmiles 

Would welcome his approach ; and tyrant-like, 

Delights to daſh the jocund roſeate cup 

From the full hand of gaudy luxury 

And unſuſpecting eaſe ! Far worſe than death 

That priſon's entrance, whoſe idea chills 

With freezing horror all my curdling blood; 

Whoſe very name, ſtamping with infamy, 

Makes my ſoul frighted ſtart, in phrenzy whirl'd, 

And verging near to madneſs ! See, they ope 

Their iron jaws! See the vaſt gates expand, 


| 
1 
' 
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* Frederick Bull, Eſq. Alderman of London; to whoſe 


Kindneſs and humaaity the Author has expreſſed the higheſt 
obligations, 
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Gate after gate —and in an inſtant twang, . 
Clos'd by their growling keepers ; when again, 
Myſterious powers l- oh wien to open on me? 
Mercy, ſwect Heaven, {uppurt my talrering ſteps, 
Support my ſickening heart! My full eyes ſwims 
O'er all my frame diſtils a cold damp tweat, 
Hark—what a rattling din! On every fide 


The congregated chains clank trighttul: Throngs 


Tumultuous preis around, to view, to gaze 

Upon the wretched ſ{trinver; ſcarce believ'd 

Other than viätor within ſach walls, 

With mercy and with freedom in his hands. 

Alas, how chang'd! Sons ot e-nfinement, ſee 

No pitying deliverer, but a wretch 

O'erwhelm'd with miſery, more hapleſs far 

Than the moſt hapleſs *mongtit ye; loaded hard 

With guilt's oppretfive irons! His are chains 

No time can looſen, and uo hand unhind : 

Fetters which gore the foul. Oh horror, horror! 

Ye maſſive bolts, give way: ye ſulien doors, 

Ah, open quick, and irom this cla:norous rout, 

Cloſe in my diſmal, lone, allotted room 

Shrowd me ;—lſor cvcr ſhrowd from human fight, 

And make it, if *tis poſſible, my grave! | 
How truly welcome, then! Then would I greet 

With hallow'd joy the drear, but bleſt abode ; 

And deem it far the happieſt I have known, 

The beſt I c'er inhabited. But alas! 

There's no ſuch mercy for me. I muſt run 

Miſery's extremeſt round; and this muſt be 

A while my living grave ; the doleful romb, 

Sad ſounding with my unremitted groans, 

And moiſten'd with the bitterne's of tears! 
Ah, mournful dwelling ! deſtin'd ge'er to * a 
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„ 
The human face divine in placid ſmiles, 
And innocent glad neſs gloth'd : deſtin'd to hear 
No ſounds of genial heart-reviving joy ! 
The ſons of ſorrows only are thy gueſts, 
And thine the only muſic of their ſighs, 
Thick ſobbing from the tempeſt of their breaſts ! 
Ah, mourntul dwelling ! never haſt thou ſeen, 
Amidſt the numerous wretched ones immur'd 
Within thy ſtone-girt compaſs, wretch fo funk, 
So loſt, ſo ruin'd, as the man who falls 
Thus, in deep anguith, on thy ruthleſs floor, 
And bathes it with the torrent of his tears. 
And can it be ? or is it all a dream? 
A vapour of the mind ?—1 ſcarce believe 
Myſelf awake or acting. Sudden thus | 
Am I—ſo compaſs'd round with comforts late, 
Health, freedom, peace, torn, torn from all and loſt! 
A priſoner in Impoſſible I fleep! 
*Tis fancy's coinage! 'tis a dream's deluſion! 
Vain dream! vain fancy! Quickly I am rous'd 
To ali the dire reality's diſtreſs: 
T tremble, tart, and fecl myſelf awake, 
Dreadfully awake to all my woes; and roll 
From wave to wave on Sorrow's ocean tolt ! 
Oh for a moment's paulce,—a woment's reſt, 
To calm my hurtied ſpirits! to recall 
Reflection's ſtaggering pilot to the helm, 
And ſtill the maddening whirlwind in my ſoul! 
Alt cannot be! The din increaſes round: 
Rough voices rage diſcordant ; dreadful ſhrieks! 
Hoarſe imprecations dare the Thunderer's ire, 
And call down ſwift damnation ! thouſand chains 
In diſmal notes clink,”mirthful ! Roaring burſts 
Ot loud obſtreperous laughter, and ſtrange —_ 
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Of gutturals, diſſonant and rueful, vex | 
E'en the dull ear of Midnight! Neither reſt, 
Nor peaceful calm, nor ſilence of the mind, 
Refreſhment ſweet, nor mterval or pauſe 
From morn to eve, from cve to mora is found 
Amidſt the ſurges of this troubled ſea * ! 
So, from the Leman Lake th' impetuous Rhone 
His blue waves puſhes rapid, and bears dawn 
(Furiate to meet Saone's pellucid ſtream, 
With roar tremendous thro? the craggy ſtreights 
Of Alpine rocks) his freight of waters wild: 
Still ruſhing in perturbed eddies on; 
And ftill from hour to hour, from age to age 
In conflux vaſt and unremitting pours 
His boiſterous flood to old Lugdunium's wall! 
Oh my rack'd brain—oh my diſtracted heart! 
The tumult thickens : wild diſorder grows 
More painfully contus'd ! And can it be ? 
Is this the manſion—this the houſe ordain'd 
For recollection's folemn purpoſe !—this 
The place from whence full many a flitting ſoul 
(The work of deep repentance—mighty work, 
Still, ſtill to be perform'd) muſt mount to God, 
And give it's dread account! Is this the place 


ft is but a juſt tribute to Mr, Akerman, the keeper cf 
this diſmal place, to oblerve, that all the evils here enume- 
rated are the immediate conſequences of promiſcuous con- 
finement, and no way char geable to Mr. A.'s account. It is 
from the ſtricteſt obſervation, I aw perſuaded, that no man 
could do more in the preſent circumſtances, His attention 
is great, and his Kindneſs and humanity to thoſe in Gcknels 
or affliction, peculiarly pleaſing. I can bear teſtimony to 
many ſignal inſtances, which I have remarked fince my (ad 
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Ordain'd by juſtice, to confine a while 
The to- to civil order, and return 
Retorm'd and moraliz'd to ſocial life! 
This den of drear copfuſion, wild uproar, 
Ot mingled riot and unbluſting vice! 
This ſchool of infamy! from whence, improv'd 
In every hardy villany, r: turns 
More harden'd, more a foe to God and man, 
The miſcreant, nurs'd in its infectious lap; 
All cover'd with its peſtilential ſpots, 
And breathing death and poiſon wherefoek 
He ſtalks contagious ! from the hon's den 
A lion more ferocious as confin'd! 
Britons, while failing in the golden barge 
Ot giddy ditlipation, on the ſtream, 
Smooth filver ſtream of gorgeous luxury, 
Roaſt gaily—and for ages may they boatt, 
And truly ! for through ages we may truſt 
*T will interpoſe between our crimes and God, 
And turn away his juſt avenging ſcourge— 
„ The national Humenuiy !'? Hither then, 
Ye ſons of pity, and ye ſons of thought !— 
Whether by public zeal and patiior love, 
Oc by Compathon's genile ſtirrings wrought, 
Oh hither come, and find ſufhcient 1cope 
For all the patriot's, all the Chriſtian's earch! 
Some great, ſome ſalutary plan to frame, 
Turning confinement's curies into good; 
And, like the God who but rebukes to fave, 
Extracting comfort trom correction's ſtrobe! 
Why do we punifh ? Why do penal laws 
Coercive, by tremendous ſanctions bind 
Offending mortals ?—Juſtice on her throne 
Rigid on this hand to example points; 
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More mild to reformation upon that : , 

— She ballances, and finds no ends but theſe, 4 
Crowd then, along with yonder revel-rout, 1 

To exemplary puniſhment, aud mark ; 

The language of the multitude, obſcene, , 

Wild, blaſphemous, and cruel! Tent their looks ] 

Of madding, drunken, thoughtleſs, ruthleſs gaze, l 

Or giddy curioſity and vain! 

Their deeds (till more emphatic, note; and ſee : 

By the ſad ſpectacle unimpreſs'd, they dare 

Even in the eye of death, what to their doom 

Brought their expiring fellows! Learn we hence, : 

How to example's ſalutary end | 

Our juſtice fagely miniſters! But one,— | 

Should there be one—thrice hapleſs, —of a mind | 

By guilt unharden'd, and abore the throng 

Of deſperate miſcreants, thro' repeated crimes 

In ſtupor lull'd, and lott to every ſenſe ;— 

AM me, the ſad reverſe !--ſhould there be one 

Of generous feelings; whom remorſeleſs fate, 

Pallid neceſſity, or chill diſtreſs, 

The family's urgent call, or juſt demand 

Of honeſt creditor, —(ſolicitudes 

To reckleſs, pamper'd worldlings all unknown) 

Should there be one, whoſe trembling, frighted han 

Cauſes like theſe in temporary guilf, | 

Abhorrent to his inmoſt ſoul, have plung'd, 

And made obnoxious to the rigid law! 

Sentenc'd to pay,—and, wearied with its weight, 

Well-pleas'd to pay with life that law's demand, 

Awful diſpenſers of ſtriét juſtice, ſay, 

Would you have more than hte ? or, in an age, 

A country, where humanity reverts 

At torture's bare idea, would you tear 


Worſe 
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Worſe than on racking wheels a ſoul like this, 
And make him of the ſtupid crowd a gaze 
For lingering hours ?—drag him along to death 
An uſeleſs ſpectacle; and more than tlay 
Vour living victim? Death is your demand: 
Death your law's ſentence: then this, life is yours, 
Take the juſt forfeit; you can claim no more! 
Foe to thy infidelity, and griev'd | 
That he avows not, from the chriſtian ſource, 
The firſt great chriſtian duty, which ſo well, 
So forcibly he paints !- Vet let me greet 
With heart-felt gratulations thy warm zeal, 
Succeſsful in that ſacred duty's cauſe, 
The cauſe of. our Humanity, Vol aire ! 
Torture's vile agents trembling at thy pen : 
Intolerance and perſecution gnaſh 
Their teeth, deſpairing, at the lucid rays 
Of truth all-prevalent, beaming from thy page. 
The rack, the wheel, the dungeon, and the flame, 
In happier Europe uſeleſs and unknown, 
Shall ſoon, —oh ſpeed the hour, Compaſſion's God, 
Be ſeen no more; or ſeen as prodigies, 
Scarce credited, of Gothic barbarous times. 
Ab, gallant France, for milder manners-fam'd, 
Ttow wrung it my ſad ſoul, to view expos'd 
On inſtruments of torture —mangled limbs 
And bleeding carcaſes, beſide thy roads, 
Thy beauteous woods and avenues! Fam'd works, 
And worthy well the grandeur ot old Rome! 
We too, who boaſt of gentler laws, reform'd 
And civiliz'd by liberty's kind hand : 
Ot mercy boaſt, and mildeſt puniſhments ; 
 Yer*puniſhments of torture exquiſite 
Aud idle painful, ruinous parade! 


* 
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We, too, with Europe humaniz'd, ſhall drop 

The barbarous ſeverity of dearh, 

Example's bane, not profit; ſhall abrid 

The ſavage baſe ovation ; ſhall ailign 

The wretch, whoſe lite is forfeit to the laws, 

With all the filent dignity of woe, 

With all the mournful majeſty of death, 

Retir'd and ſolemn, to his awful fate! 

Shall to the dreadful moment, moment ſtill 

To ſouls beſt fitted, ive diſtinction due; 

Teach the well- order'd ſufterer to depart 

With each impreſſion ſerious ; nor inſult 

With clamorous crowds and exultations baſe, 

A ſoul, a fellow ſoul, which ſtands prepar'd 

On time's dread verge to take its wonderous flight, 

To realms of immortality ! Yes, the day 

I joy in the idea, — will arrive, 

When Britons philanthropic ſhall reject 

The cruel cuſtom, to the ſufferer cruel, 

Uſeleſs and banetul to the gaping crowd! 

The day will come, when lite, the deareſt price 

Man can pay down, ſufficient forteit deem'd 

For guilty man's tranſgreſſion of the law, 

Shall be paid down, as meet for ſuch a price 

Reſpecttul, ſad; with reverence to a ſoul's 

Departure hence; with reverence to the ſoul's 

And body's ſeparation, much-lov'd friends! 

Without a torture to augment its lots, 

Without an inſult ro moleſt irs calm; 

To the demanded debt no fell account 

Of curious, hiſſing ignominy annex'd: 

Anguiſh, beyond the bittereſt torture keen; 

Unparallel'd in realms where bigotry 

Gives to the furious fons of Dominic 


Her 
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Her ſable flag, and marks their way with blood. 


Hail, milder ſons of Athens! civiliz'd 
By arts ingenious, by the ſuaſive power 
Of humanizing ſcience : well ye thought, 
Like you may Britons think, that 'twas enough, 
The ſentence paſs'd, a Socrates ſhould die! 

The ſage, obedient to the law's decree, 

Took from the weeping executioner 

The draught, reſign'd: amidſt his ſorrow ing friends, 
Full of immortal hopes convers'd ſublime; 

And, half in Heaven compos'd himſelf, and died! 

Oh envy'd fate! oh happineſs ſupreme . 

So let me die; ſo, midſt my weeping friends, 
Reſign my life! I aſk not the delay 

Ev'n of a moment. Law, thoud'ſt have thy due! 
Nor thou, nor juſtice, can have more to claim. 

But equal laws, on truth and reaſon built, 

Look to humanity with lenient eye, 

And temper rigid juſtice with the claims 

Of heaven-deſcended mercy! to condemn 
Sorrowing and flow ; while ſtudious to correct, 
Like man's all-gracious parent, with the view 
Benign and laudable, of moral good, 

And reformation perfect. Hither then, 


'Ye ſons of ſympathy, of wiſdom; friends 


To order, to compaſſion, to the ſtate, 

And to your tellow-beings; hither come, 

To this wild realm of uproar! hither haſte, 

And ſee the reformation, ſee the good 

Wrought by confinement in a den like this! 
View, with unbluſhing front, undaunted heart, 

The callous harlot in the open day 

Adminiſter her poiſons *midſt a rout 

Scarcely leſs bold or poiſon'd than herſelf ! 

a G View, 
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View, and with eyes that will not hold the tear 
In gentle pity guſhing for ſuch griefs.— 
View, the young wretch, as yet unfledg*'d in vice, 
2 ſhackled here, and by the veteran throng, 

n every infamy and every crime 

Grey and inſulting, quickly taught to dare, 
Harden'd like them in guilt's opprobrious ſchool 
Each baſhful ſentiment, incipient grace, 
Each yet remorſeful thought of right and wrong 
Murder'd and buried in his darken'd heart !— 
Hear how thoſe veterans clank,—ev*n jovial clank 
Such is obduracy and vice,-their chains“! 
Hear, how with curſes hoarſe and vauntings bold, 
Each ſpirits up, encourages and dares | 
His deſperate fellow to more deſperate proofs 
Of future hardy enterprize ; to plans 
Of death and ruin! Not exulting more 
Heroes or chiefs for noble acts renown'd, 
Holding high converſe, mutually relate 
Gallant atchievements worthy, than the ſons 
Of plunder and of rapine here recount 
On peaceful life their devaſtations wild; 
Their dangers, hair-breadth *icapes, atrocious feats, 
Contederate, and confederating ſtill _ 
In ſchemes of deathful horror! Who, ſurpriz'd, 
Can ſuch effects contemplate, upon minds 


* This circumſtance is lightly mentioned before; and al - 
Indes to a fact equally ſingular and diſguſtful. The rattling 
of their fetters is frequently, and ia a wanton manner, 
practiſed amongſt ſome of the worſt offenders; as if an 
amuſement, or to ſhew their inſenſibility to ſhame. How 
ſhocking to ſee human nature thus in ruins! Hete it is em- 
phatically ſo, worſe than in bedlam, as Madneſs with reaſon 
15 more dreadful than without it, 
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Eſtrang'd to good; fermenting on the lees 
Of pregnant ill; aſſociate and combin'd 
In intercourſe infernal, reſtleſs, dire ; 


To deeds of deſperation from the tale 

Of vaunted infamy oft toid : ſad fruit 

Of the mind's vacancy! and to that mind 

Employment none is offer'd: not an hour 

To ſecret recollection is afſign'd ; 

No ſeaſonable ſound inſtruction brought, 

Food for their thoughts, ſelf-xnawing. Not the day 

To reſt and duty dedicate, finds here 

Or reſt or duty; revel'd off, unmark'd; 

Or like the others undifinguiſh'd, ſave 

By riot's roar, and ſelf-conſuming ſloth! 

For uſeful occupation none is found, 

Benevolent to employ their liſtleſs hands, 

With indolence fatigued ! Thus every day 

Anew they gather Guilt's corroſive ruſt ; 

Each wretched day accumulates freſh ills ; 

And horribly advanc'd, flagitious grown 

From faulty, they go forth, tenfold of Hell, 

More the ee children: to the ſtate 

Tenfold more dangerous and envenom'd foes 

Than firſt they enter'd this improving ſchool! 

50, cag'd and ſcanty fed, or taught to rage 

By taunting inſults, more ferocious burit 

On man the tyger or hyæna race 

From fell confinement, and with hunger urg'd, 

Gnaſh their dire fangs, and drench themſelves in 
blood, 

But ſhould the felon fierce, th' abandon'd train, 
Whoſe inroads on the human peace forbid, ' 
Almoſt forbid Compaſſion's mild regard; 
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(Yet ah ! what man with fellow-man can fall 
So low as not to claim ſoft pity's care! 
Should theſe ought juſtify the rigid voice, 
Which to ſevere confinement's durance dooms 
Intallible the body and the ſoul 
To bittereſt, ſureſt ruin, ſhall we not 
With generous indignation execrate 
The cruel indiſcriminating law, 
Which turns misfortune into guilt and curſe, 
And with the felon harden'd in his crimes 
Ranks the poor hapleſs debtor ? —Debr's not guilt; 
Alas! the worthicſt may incur the ſtroke 
Of worldly infelicity ! What man 
How high ſoe'er he builds his earthly neſt, 
Can claim ſecurity from fortune's change, | 
Or boaſt him of to-morrow! Of the eaſt 
Greateſt and chief, lo! humbled in the duſt, 
Sits Job the ſport of miſery! Wealthieſt late 
Of all bleſt Araby's moſt wealthy ſons, 
He wants a potſherd now to ſcrape his wound; 
He wants a bed to ſhrowd his tortur'd limbs,” 
And only finds a dunghill! Creditor, 
Wouldſt thou add forrows to this ſorrowing man? 
Tear him from ev'n his dunghill, and confine 
»Midſt recreant felons in a Britiſh jail !— 
Oh Britiſh inhumanity! Ye climes, 
Ye foreign climes—Be not the truth proclaim'd 
Within your ſireets, nor be it heard or told; 
Leſt ye retort the cruelty we urge, 
And ſcorn the boaſted mildneſs of our laws! 

Bleſt be the hour, —amidft my depth of woe, 
Amidſt this perturbation of my ſoul, 
God of my life, I can, I will exult!— 
Bleſt be the hour, that to wy humble thought 
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Thy ſpirit, ſacred fource of every good, 
Brought the ſublime idea, to expand 

By charity, the angels grace divine, 

The rude, relentleſs, iron priſon-gates, 

And give the pining debtor to the world, 

His weeping family and humble home! 

Bleſt be the hour, when, heedful to my voice 
Bearing the priſoners ſad ſighs to their ears, 
Thouſands with ſoft commiſeration touch'd 
Delighted to go forth, and viſit glad 

Thoſe priſoners in their woe, and ſet them free! 

God of the merciful ! thou haſt announc'd 

On mercy, thy firſt, deareſt attribute, 

Choſen beatitude. Oh pour the dew, 

The foſtering dew of mercy on their gifts, 

Their rich donations grateful ! May the prayers 

Of thoſe enfranchis'd by their bounteous zeal 

Ariſe propitious for them ! and, when hears'd 

In death's cold arms this hapleſs frame ſhall lie, 

— The iy tear, perchance, not quite with- 
held ; — 

When friendly memory to reflection brings 

My humble efforts and my mourntul fate ; 

On ſtable baſis founded, may the work | 

Diffuſe its good through ages! nor withhold 

Its reſcuing influence, till the hour arrives 

When wants, and debts, and ſickneſs are no more, 

And umverſal freedom bleſſeth all! 

But, till that hour, on reformation's plan, 
Ye generous ſons of ſympathy. intent, 
Bol4ly ſtand forth. The cauſe may well demand, 
And juſtify full well your nobleſt zeal. 

Religion, policy, your country's good, 
And chriitian pity for the ſouls of men, 
G3 To 
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To priſons call you; call to cleanſe away * 
The filth of theſe foul dens; to purge from guilt, 
And turn them to morality's fair ſchool. 

Nor deem impoſſible the great attempt, 
Augzan tho? it ſeem : yet not beyond 
The ſtrength of thoſe, that like Alcides, aim 
High to be rank'd amidſt the godlike few, 

Who ſhine eternal on fame's ampleſt roll: 
Honour'd with titles, far beyond the firſt 
Which proudeſt monarchs of the globe can give ; 
“ Saviours and benefactors of mankind !” 

Hail generous Hanway ! To thy noble plan, 
Sage ſympathetic “, let the muſe ſubſcribe, 
Rejoicing ! In the kind purſuit, good luck 
She wiſheth thee, and honour. Could her ſtrain 
Embelliſh aught, or augnht aſſiſt thy toils 
Benevolent, 'twould cheer her lonely hours, 

And make the dungeon ſmile. But toils like thine 
Need no embelliſhment ; need not the aid 

Of muſe or fecble verſe. Reaſon-approv'd 

And charity-ſuſtain'd, firm will they ſtand, 
Under his ſanction, who on mercy's works 

E'er looks complacent ; and his ſons on earth, 
His choſen ſons, with angel-zeal inſpires 

To plan and to ſupport. And thine well-plann'd, 
Shali be ſupported, Pity for thy brow, 
With policy the ſage, ſhall ſhortly twine 
The garland, worthier far than that ot oak, 
So fam'd in ancient Rome—the meed of him 
Who ſar'd a ſingle citizen. More bleſs'd 
Religion mild, with gentle mercy join'd 


* See Mr. Hanway's pamphlet, gatituled, “ Solitude in 
Impriſonment.“ ; 
3 Shall 
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Shall hail thee—for the citizens, the ſouls 
Innumerous reitor'd to God, the ſtate, 
Themſelves, and ſocial life, by ſolitude, 
Devotion's parent, RecolleCtion's nurſe, 
Source of repentance true ; of the mind's wounds 
The deepeſt prober, but the ſafeſt cure“! 

Hail, ſacred ſolitude! "Theſe are thy wonks, 
True ſource of good ſupreme ! Thy bleſt effects 
Already on my mind's delighted eye 
Open beneficent. E' en now I view 
The revel-rout diſpers'd ; each to his cell 
Admitted, filent! The obſtreperous cries 
Worle than infernal yells ; the clank of chains 
Opprobrious chains, to man ſevere dilgrace, 
Huſh'd in calm order, vex the ears no more! 
While, in their ſtead, reflection's deep-drawn fighs, 
And prayers of humble penitence are heard, 

To keaven well-pleating, in-ſoft whiſpers round! 
No more, *midit wanton idleneſs, the hours 
Drag weariſome and flow: kind induſtry 

Gives wings and weight to every moment's ſpeed; 
Each minute marking with a golden thread 

Of moral profit. Harden'd vice no more 
Communicates its poifon to the ſouls 

Of young aſſociates, nor dittuſes wide 

A peſtilential taint, Still thought pervades 

The inmoſt heart: inſtruction aids the thought; 
And bleſt religion with !ife-giving ra 

Shines on the mind ſequeſter'ꝙ in its gloom ; 
Nitclufing glad the golden gates, thro' which 
Repentance, led by faith, may tread the courts 
Ot peace and reformation ! Cheer'd and. chang'd, 
— His happy days of quarantine perform'd= - 


2 Vide Taylor's Holy Living and Dying, part ij, p. 42. 
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Lo, from his ſolitude the captive comes - 
New-born, and opes once more his grateful eyes 
On day, on life, on man, a fellow-man ! 

Hail ſacred ſolitude ! from thee alone, 
Flow theſe high bleſſings. Nor be't deem'd ſevere, 
Such ſequeſtration; deſtin'd to retrieve 
The mental lapſe ; and to its powers reſtore 
The Heaven-born foul, encruited with foul guilt : 
*Tis tendereſt mercy, *tis humanity 
Yearning with kindlieſt ſoftneſs : while her arm 
From ruin plucks, effectuates the releaſe, 
And gives a ranſom'd man to carth—to Heaven! 

To the ſick patient, ſtruggling in the jaws 
Of obſtinate diſeaſe, e'er knew we yet 
Grateful and pleafing from phyſician's hand | 


The rough, but ſalutary draught ?—For that 


Do we withhold the draught ? and, falſely kind, 
Hang ſighing o'er our friend, —allow'd to toſs 
On the hot fever's bed, rave on and die, 
Unmedicin'd, unreliev'd ? But ſages, ſay, 
Where is the medicine ? Who will preſcribe acure, 
Or adequate to this corroding ill, 
Or in its operation milder found ? 
See on old Thames? waves indignant ride, 
In ſullen terror, yonder fable bark, 
By ſtate phyſicians lately launch'd, and hight 
uſtitia'* ! Dove-eyed Pity, if thou canſt 
hat bark afcend with me, and let us learn 


The Author ſeems chiefly to have formed his idea of the 
modeof treating convicts on the Thames from a late pamph- 
let publiſhed by Dr. Smith : But we are informed that the 
evils here complained of have been already, in a great mea- 
ſure, and we truſt will ſoon be wholly, remoyed. 
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How, temper'd with her ſiſter Merey, there 
Reigns juſtice; and, effective to the ill 
Inveterate grown, her lenient aid ſupplies. 

And rolls this bark on Thames's generous flood 
Flood that wafts freedom, wafts the high-born ſons 
Of gallant liberty to every land ? 

See the chain'd Britons, fetter'd man by man! 
See in the ſtifled hold - excluded whence 

Man's common blefling. air ne'er freely breathes— 
They mingle, crowded !—To our pamper'd fleeds 
Interior how in lodging ! Tainted tood 

And poiſon'd fumes their life-ſprings ſtagnate rank, 
They reel aloft for breath: their tottering limbs 
Bend weak beneath the burden of a frame 
Corrupted, burning; with blue feverous ſpots 
Contagious ; and unequal to the toil, 

Urg'd by taſk-maſters vehement, ſevere, 

On the chill ſand bank !—by deſpair and pain 
Worn down and wearied, ſome their being curſe, 
And die, devoting to deſtruction's rage 

Society's whole race deteſted ! Some, 

More mild, gaſp out in agonies of ſoul 

Their loath*d exiſtence ; which nor phyſic's aid, 
Nor ſweet religion's interpoſing ſmile, 

Soothes with one ray of comfort! Gracious God! 
And this is mercy !— Thus, from ſeutenc'd death 
Britons in pity reſpite, to reſtore 

And moralize mankind! Correctian this, 

{uk Heaven, delign'd for reformation's end! 

e flaves, that bred in tyranny's domains 

Toll at the gallies, how ſupremely bleſt, 
How exquiſite your lot (ſo much deplor'd 
By haughty ſous of treedom) to the fate 

Experienc'd howly by her free-born ſons, 
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In our Britannia's vaunted reſidence *; 
Sole, choſen re ſidence of faith refin'd, 
And genuine liberty! Ve ſenators, 
Ve venerable ſages of the law, 
In juſt reſentment. for your country's fame 
Wipe off this contradictory reproach 
To manners, and to policy like yours! 
Correct, but to amend : * Tis God's own plan, 
Correct, but to reform; then give to men 
The means of reformation ! Then, reſtor'd 
To recollection, to himſelt, to God, 
The criminal will bleſs your ſaving hand; 
And brought to reaſon, to religion brought, 
Will own that ſolitude, as ſolely apt 
For work ſo ſolemn, has that work atchiev'd, 
Miraculous, and perfect of his cure, 

Ah me !—to ſentiments like theſe eſtrang'd, 
Eſtrang'd, as ignorant, —and never pent 
Till this ſad chance within a priſon's wall, 


With what deep force, experienc'd, can I urge 
The truths momentous! How their power 1 tech 


In this my ſolitude, in this lone hour, 

This melancholy midnight hour of thought, 

Encircled with th' unhappy ! firmly clos'd 

Kach barricadoed door, and left, juſt God, 

Oh bleſſing—left to penſiveneſs and Thee! 
To me how high a bleſſing, nor contains 

Secluſion aught of puniſhment : to mix 


* There is a thought in Lucan to the ſame purpoſe ele- 


gantly expreſled : 
« Felices Arabes, Medique, Eoaque Tellus, 
« Quam ſub perpetuis tenuerunt fata tyrannis. 


« Ex populis, qui regna ferunt, Sors ultima noſtra eſt, 
& Quos ſervire pudet.“ Pharſal. Lib. 2. 
With 
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With wretches here were puniſhment indeed! 
How dread a puniſhment !—[n life's beſt days, 
Of all moſt choſen, valued and belov'd, 
Was ſoft retirement's ſeaſon. From youth's dawn 
To ſolitude inur'd, “ ne'er leſs alone 
© Than when alone,” with him ſo truly fam'd 
In wiſdom's ſchool, my heart could ever beat 
Glad uniſon. To meditation's charms, 
Pleas'd votary, how have paſſed my ſweeteſt hours 
In her ſecrete and calm ſociety ! 
Still Meditation, Solitude's fair child, 
Man's deareſt friend, —Oh happy be the time 
That introduc'd me to thy hallow'd train; 
That taught me thro? the genial leſſons ſage 
My beſt, my trueſt dignity to place | 
In thought, reflection deep, and ſtudious ſearch, 
Divineſt recreations of the mind! 
Oh, happy be the day which gave that mind 
Learning's firſt tinfture—bleſt thy foſtering care, 
Thou moſt belov'd of parents, worthieſt fre! 
Which, taſte-iuſpiring made the letter'd page 
My favourite companion : moſt eſteem'd, 
And moſt improving ! Almoſt from the day 
Or -arlieſt childhood to the preſent hour | 
Ot gloomy, black misfortune, books, dear books, 
Have been, and are, my comforts. Morn and night, 
Adverſity, proſperity, at home, 
Abroad, health, ſickneſs, —good or ill report, 
The ſame firm friends; the ſame refreſhment rich, 
And ſource of conſolation! Nay, e'en here 
Their magic power they loſe not: ſtill the ſame, 
Of matchleſs influence in this priſon-houſe, 
VUnutterably horrid ; in an hour 


Ot woe, beyond all fangy's fictions drear. 
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Drear hour!— What is it ?—Loſt in poignant 
thought, 

Loſt in the retroſpection manifold 
Of thee, lov'd ſtudy, —and of thee, my fire, 
Who, to the fountain fair of Science led 
My infant feet, — I loſe all count of time, 
J loſe myſelf, Liſt !-—tis dread midnight's hour 
When waking faney with invention wild 
(By ages hallow'd) hath to ſpirits aſſign'd 
— Spirits of dear departed friends to walk 
The filent gloom, and bring us from the dead 
Tales harrowing up the toul aghaſt!—And, hark ! 
Solemn and flow the iron tongue of night 
Reſounds alarming ! My o''er-harraſs'd foul 
Confvs'd, is loſt in ſorrows : down mine eyes 
Stream the full tears, diſtreſs is all alive, 
And quick imagination's pulſe beats high. 

« Dear father, is it thou?“ Methought his ghoſt 
Glided in ſilence by me! Not a word, 
While mourntully he ſhakes his dear pale face! 
O ſtay, thou much-lov'd parent ! ſtay, and give 
One word of conſolation; if allow'd 
To ſon, like whom no ſon hath ever lov'd, 
None ever ſuffer'd! See, it comes again: 
Auguſt it flits acroſs th* aſtomiſh'd rom! 
I know thee well, thy beauteous image know : 
Dear ſpirit ſtay, and take me to the world 
Where thou art. And where thou art, oh my father, 
I muſt, I muſt be happy.—Every day 
Thou know*'it, remembrance hath embalm'd thy love, 
And wiſh'd thy preſence. Melancholy thought, 
At laſt to meet thee in a place like this! 


Oh ſtay, and waft me inſtant—-But, 'tis gone, 


The dear deluſion! He nor hears my words, 
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My filial anxiety, nor regards 
My pleading tears. Twas but a coinage vain 
of the diſtemper'd fancy! Gone, *tis gone, 
And here I'm left a trembling wretch to weep 
Unheard, unpitied left, to weep alone! 
Nor thou, Maria, with me! Oh, my wife, 

And is this bitter with the bittereſt mix'd, 
That I muſt loſe thy heavenly company, 
And conſolation ſoothing ! Ys, "ris beſt: 
Thy tenderneſs, thy preience, doth but wound 
And ftab to the keeneſt quick my burſtin heart! 
& I have undone thce !*' Can I then ſuſtain 
Thy killing aſpect, and that tender tear 

Which ſecret ſteals a-down thy lovely face, 
| Diſſembling ſmiles to cheer me—cheer me, Hea- 

vens ! | 
Look on the mighty ruin I have pluck'd, 
Pluck'd inſtant, unſuſpected, in 1 hour 
Of peace and dear ſecurity on her head! 
And where—O where can cheerfulneſs be found ? 
Mine mult be mourning ever Oh my wite, 
* I have undone thee !**——-W hit th? inturiate hand 
Of foes vindictive could not have atcheiv'd, 
In mercy would not, I have wrought! Thy huſband! 
Thy huſband, lov'd with ſuch unſhaken truth, 
Thy huſband, lov'd with fu.h a ſteady flame, 
From youth's firſt hour !—Ev'n he hath on thee 
pluck'd, 
On thee, bis ſoul's companion, life's beſt friend, 
Such deſolation, as to view would 'riw 
From the wild ſavage pit,“ {r epett groan ! 
Yes, yes, thou coward mimic, pamper'd vice, 

High praiſe be ſure is thine, Thou haſt obtain'd 
H A worthy 
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A worthy triumph * ! Thou haſt pierc'd tothe quick 
A weak, an amiable female heart, 
A conjugal heart moſt faithful, moſt attach'd : 
Yet can I pardon thee : for, poor buffoon, 
Thy vices muſt be ſed ; and thou muſt live, 
Luxurious live, a foc to God and man; 
Commiſſion'd live, thy poiſon to ditfuſe, 
And taint the public virtue with thy crimes, 
Yes, I can pardon thee—low as thou art, 
And far too mean an object ev'n of ſcorn ; 
For thou her merits knew not. Hadſt thou 

known, | 

Thou, —callous as thou art to every ſenſe 
Of human feeling, every nobler touch 
Of generous ſenſibility geren thou . 
Couldſt not have wanton'pierc'd her gentle breat ; 
But at a diſtance awful wouldit have ſtood, * 
And, like thy prototype of oldeſt time, 
View'd'her e paſs in triumph by, 
And own'd, howe' er reluctant 


* Alluding to the charaRer of Mre. Simony, introduces 
by Mr T oote in his play of The Cozeners. 


Marcn 30, 1777. 


a... "END OF THE THIRD WEEK, 
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Conſcience accuſing ſtern ; the fiery law, 


THOUGHTS IN PRISON, 


WEEK THE FOURTH. 
THE TRIAL. 


e thou an carthly bar? Thou who 
ſo oft 

In contemplation ſerious haſt employ'd 

Thy deareſt meditations on a bar 

Tremendouſly deciſive ! who ſo oft 

That bar's important terrors haſt diſplay'd 

To crowds attentive; with the folemn theme 

Rapt in thought profound—And beats thy heart 

With throbs tumultuous—fail thy trembling knees, 

Now that in judgment thou mult ſtand before 

Weak mortals, like thyſelf, and toon like thee, 

Shivering with guilt and apprehenſions dire, 

To anſwer in dread judgment *fore their God! 
What gives that judgment terror ? Guilt, pale 

guilt 3 " . 

The terrible hand-writing on the wall ! 

But, vaniſh theſe, —that mighty day's-man found 

Who? ſmiling on conteſſion's genuine tear, 

The meek repentant aſpect, and the hand 

With ready, perfect retribution fraught, 

Urges complete his ranſom, and ſets tree 

Th' immortal pri ſoner.— But, ah me! on earth 
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Such golden mercy reigns not: here is found 
No potent day's-man ; here no ranſom full, 
No clement mediator. Here ſtern law, 
With vitage all- unbending. eyes alone | 
The rigo10us act. Corfeffion here is guilt, 
And xeſtitution perfect, periect loſs ! 
Ah me the while, here men the judges are; 
And there, th' Omniſcient mercy's ſource and 
ſtream ! 
Triumphant conſolation ! Firm in faith, 
And juſtify'd by him whoſe precious blood 
For man flow'd liberal, the ſou! ſecure 
Of turure acceptation at that bar 
Of trial moſt mom ntous, ſoars above . 
The world's ſevereſt trials *, and can view 
Serene 


* The verſes ſubjoined were written by the King of 
Pruſſia, after a defeat, when one of his general officers had 
Propoſed to ſet him the example of ſelf-deſtruftion : 


Dans ces jours, ple ins d' alarmes, 
La conſtance et la fer met 1 
Sont les houclieis et les armes 
Que j oppoſe à I adverſite : 
Que le Deſtin me perſecuts, 
O il prepare ou hate ma chute, 
Le danger ne peut m' ebranler : 
uind le vulgaire eſt plein de craintez . 
Que I eſperance ſemple etemte, . 
L' homme fort dou le ſignaler. 


A friend having given Dr. Dodd in priſon a copy of tele 
lines, he was much pleaſed with them, and immediately pa» 
raphraſed them as follows: 5 

In theſe ſad moments of ſevere diſtreſs, 
When dangets threaten, and when ſorrows preſs, 


For 


( 

I danc'd, too oft, alas, with the wild rout 

Of thoughtleſs fellow-mortals, to the ſound 

Of folly's tinkling bells; tho? oft, too oft 

Thoſe paſtimes ſhar'd enervating, which ill 

— Howe'er by ſome judg'd innocent, —becotnie 

Religion's ſober character and Farb: 

Tho? oft, too oft, by weak compliance led, 

External ſeemings, and the ruinous bait 

Of ſmooth politeneſs, what my heart condemn'd 

Unwiſe it practis'd; never without pang ; 

Tho? too much influenc'd 4 the plealing force 

Of native generoſity, uncurb'd ls 

And unchaſtis'd (as reaſon, duty taught) 

Prudent economy, in thy ſober ſchool 

Of parſimonious lecture; uſeful lore, 

And of prime moment to our worldly weal ; 

Let witneſs Heaven and earth, amidſt this dream, 

This tranſient viſion, ne'er ſo flept my faul, 

Or ſacrific'd my hands at folly's ſhrine, _ 

As to forget Religion's public toil, 

Study's improvement, or the pleading cauſe - 

Of (affering humanity.-Gractous God, 

How wonderful a compound, mixture ſtrange, 

Incongruous, inconſiſtent, is frail man! 
Yes, my lov'd Charlotte, whoſe top-ſtone with 


joy | 
My caretul hands brought forth, whiat time expell'd 
From Ham's loft paradiſe, and driv'n to ſeek 
Another place of reſt! Yes, beauteous fane, 
To bright religion dedicate, thou well 
My happy pubtic labour canſt atteſt, 
Unwearied and ſucceſsful in the cauſe, 
The glorious, honour'd cauſe of Him, whoſe love 


Bled tor the human race, Thou canſt atteſt 1 
0 
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The Sabbath - days delightful, when the throng 
Crowded thy hallow'd walls with eager joy, 
To hear truth evangelical; the found 
Of goſpel comfort! When attentive ſat, 
Or at the holy altar humbly knelt, 
Perſuaſive, pleaſing patterns—Athol's Duke, 
The polich'd Hervey, Kingſton the humane, 
Ayleſbury and Marchmont, Romney all-rever'd ; 
With numbers more—by ſplendid titles leſs 
Than piety diſtinguiſl'd and pure zeal. 

Nor, 'midſt this public duty's bleſt diſcharge, 
Paſs'd idle, unimproving, unemploy'd, 
My other days; as if the Sabbath's taſk 
Fulfill'd, the buſineſs of the week was done, 
Or ſelf-allow'd. Witneſs, thrice holy book, 
Pure tranſcript of th? Eternal Will to man: 
Witneſs with what aſſiduous care I turn'd 
Daily the hallow'd page ; with what deep ſearch 
Explor'd thy ſacred meaning; thro' the round 
Of lcarn'd expoſitors and grave trod flow, 
And painfully deliberating ; the while 
My labours unremitting to the world 
Convey'd inſtruction large ;—and ſhall convey, 
When moulders in the grave the fceble hand, 
The head, the heart, that gave thoſe labours“ birth. 

Oh happy toil; oh labours well employ'd, 
Oh ſweet remembrance to my ſickening ſoul, 
Bleſt volumes! Nor tho' levell'd in the duſt 
Of ſelf-annihilation, ſhall my foul 
Ceaſe to rejoice, or thy preventive grace 
Adoring laud, Fountain of every good! 


* Alluding to. «© Commentary on the Bible,” in three vo- 


Fc 


lumes, folio, 


„ 

For that no letter'd poiſon ever ſtain'd 

My page, how weak foc'er ; for that my pen, 

However humble, ne'er has trac'd a line | 

Of tendeney immoral, whoſe black guilt 

It well might wiſh to blot with tears of blood, 

Dear to the cbriſtian ſhall my li:tle works, 

—Effuſions of a heart ſincere, devote 

To God and duty, happily ſurvive 

Their wretched maſter ; and thro' lengthen'd years 

To ſouls oppreſt, comfort's ſweet balm impart, 

And teach To penſive mourner how to die“. 
Thou too, bleſt Charity, whoſe golden key 

So liberal unlocks the priſon's gate 

At the poor debtor's call ; oh, witneſs thou, 

To cruel taxers of my time and thought, 

All was not loſt, all were not miſemploy'd, 

Nor all humanity's fair rights forgot; 

Since thou, ſpontaneous effort of the laſt, 

My pity's child, and by the firſt matur'd, 

Amidit this flattering, fatal zra roſe; _ 

Roſe into being, to perfection roſe, | 

Beneath my humble foſtering ; and at length 

Grown into public favour, thou ſhalt live; 

And endleſs good diffuſe, when ſleeps in duſt 

Thy hapleſs faunder now, by direſt fate, 

Lock'd in a priſon, whence thy bounty ſets, 

And ſhall—-oh comfort—long ſet thouſands free, 
Happy, thrice happy, had my active zeal, — 

- Already deemed too attive chance, by ſome, 
Whole frozen hearts, in icy fetters bound 

Of ſordid ſelfiſhneſs, ne'er felt the warmth, 


ny 


* Referring to“ Comfort for the afflicted, and “' Re- 
1 flections on Death.“ N 
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The genial warmth of pure benevolence, 
Love's ardent flame inſpiring ; had that flame 
Kindled my glowing zeal into effect, 
And to thy counterpart * exiftence giv'n, K 
5 7 oy'd 


* He intended to have eſtabliſhed a Charity for the 
« Loan of Money, without inter ſt, to induſtrions tradeſ- 
« men.” Neceſſary papers for that end were collected from 
Dublin, &c. and the following addreſs, which he wrote and 
inſerted in the Public Ledger of the 1 Jaunary, 1776, will, 
in ſome meaſure explain his purpoſe : 


To the Wealthy in the Commercial World. 


I HAVE often wiſhed mott fincerely to ſee a charitable 
fund eſtabliſhed in this great and trading city, for the bene- 
ficent purpoſe of lending to honeft and induſtrious Fradeſ- 
« men {mall ſums without intereſt, and on a reaſonable ſe- 
« curity.“ 

The benefits which would ariſe from ſuch an eſtabliſnment 
are too obvious to need enumeration, Almoſt every newſ- 
paper tends more and more to convince me of the neceſſity 
of ſuch a plan; for in almoſt every news-paper we read 
Advertiſements from Tradeſmen, ſoliciting little ſums in 
their diſtreſs; and offering—poor unhappy men ! even pre- 
miums for thoſe little ſums. 

It is not poſſible but that perſons occupied in trade and 
commerce muſt feel for the difficulties of their brethren, 
and be ready to promate the undertaking I would wiſh to re- 
commend, although on no intereſted motives ;-for I am no 
tradeſman, nor can any way be benefited by the plan. 
Pure good will, and a compaſſionate reſpect to the hard- 
ſhips and diſtreſſes of my fellow. creatures actuate my heart: 
And from theſe motives I ſhall be happy to proceed upon, 
and proſecute this plan, with all the efforts and aſſiduity I 
am able, if it ſhall be approved by the benevolent, and they 
will teſtify that approbation, and deſire of concurrence, by 
aline directed to D. at Anderton's Coffee-houſe, Fleet ſtreet. 
Ia conſequence of which, ſhould a probability of ſucceſs 

appear, 
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Lov'd inſtitution ; with its guardian aid 
Protecting from the priſon's ruinous doors, 
Thoſe whom thy kindly mercy reſcues thence ! 
Or, had that zeal on firm foundation fix'd 
Like thine my favourite Magdalen, —the plan, 
Preiervative of tender female fame *, 

Fair innocence and virtue, from thoſe ills 
Deſtructive, complicate, which only find 
Relicf beneath thy ho{picable roof, 

How had I died exulting But, oh raiſe, 
Inſpire ſome godlike ſpirit, ſome great ſoul, 
Father of mercics, ot all love, all good, 
Author and finiſher ;—theſe and every work 
Beneticent, with courage to purſue, 

With wiſdom to complete! ! Oh crown his zeal ; 


appear, a meeting ſhall ſpeedily he advertiſed in the papers, 
and all meafures purſued to put the good deſign into imme- 
date execution, which on ſuch a meeting may be Jugged 
adviſeabie. It may be proper juſt to obſerve, that in man 
cities abroad, it Rome in particular, there are inſtitutions 
of this ſort: and there has been one eſtabliſhed for —_ 
years at Dublin, which is found productive of the happie 
conſequences. 

It is made in Scripture one characteriſtic of the e man, 
« that he is merciful and lendeth :” and a very ſmall ſum, 
thus given toa permanent eſtabliſhment, may enable a man 
to lend for perretuity ! 

How can we better hegin the new year, my worthy and 
humane countrymen, than by entering on a work, Which 
may draw down upon us God's bleſhng. by our charitable 
relief to many ſons and daughters of honeſt and laborious 
induſtry ?— HuUMANITYs 


A plan for a National Female Seminary” ſigce found 
amongft the Author's papers; and which appears to have un- 
dergone the inipection, and received the approbation of ſome 
very Uiitinguiſhed names. 


I While 
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While ſorrowing human nature, by his haud 
Cheriſh'd and ſooth'd, to lateſt times ſhall tell, 
Aud bleſs with tears of gratitude his name! 

Mine is a different fate,—confeſs'd, juſt Judge, 
The meed of human mixture in my works 
Imperfect, frail; and needing, even the beſt, 
Thy pardon and the cleanſing of thy blood, 
Elſe whence the trequent retributions baſe, 
Calumnious and ungrateful, for the deeds 
Of private pity ? Whence, for public acts, 

The ſtab opprobrious, and the flanders vile? 

Or whence, at this dread moment, from the fight 
Shrowd mc in tenfold darkneſs !—Mercy, Heaveus! 

And is it He—th” ingenuous youth, ſo oft 
Of all my being, fortune, comfort deem'd 
The generous, ample ſource ?—And is it He, 

In whom, thro? drear misfortune's darkeſt night, 
I faw Hope's day-ſtar riſing? — Angel of peace, 
Amidſt his future hours, my life's ſad loſs,  ' 
Let not acculing con'cience to his charge 
Impute, diſtracting—to my crimfon'd guilt 
Oh let him lay it, as the forfeit due, 

And juſtly paid! Would Heaven that it were paid! 
Oh, that with Rome's firſt Cæſar, in my robe 
From fight ſo killing, mantled up mine eyes, 

I might receive the welcome ſtab; ſigh forth, 

„% My Philip, my lov'd Stanhope,—Is it thou? 
«© Then let me die. 

Yet, tho? thus wounded at this bar I ſtand 
In pangs unutterable, witneſs Heaven, 

With deep commiſeration do I view 

Their ſedulous anxiety to prove 

A guilt, my heart—too wounded to deny, 
Wounded by that guilt's ſenſe, its bittereſt part. 
1 Bot be Inſtant 
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Inſtant avow'd. What need then all this toil? 
The deed is done. Wound not the fall'n hart, 
Tis cruel—that lies bleeding at your feet: 
| © I own the whole; 1 urge no legal plea. 
On dire neceſſity's imperious call, 
(Sons of the robe, of commerce, ſons of men, 
That call imperious have you never heard?) 
* On full intention to repay the whole, 
And on that full intention's perfect work, 
Free reſtotation and complete: on wrong 
Or injury to none deſign'd or wrought, 
t I reſt my claim ;—I found my ſole detence.” 
„% Groundleſs,—'tis thunder'd in my cars—and 
weak; 
% For in the rigid courts of human law, 
No reſtitution wipes away th' offence, 
„Nor does intention juſtify.” So ſpoke 
(And who ſhall argue?) Judgment's awful voice ! 
Haſte then, ye weeping jurymen, and paſs 
Th' awarded ſentence. To the world, to fame, 
To honor, fortune, peace, and Stanhope loſt, 
What have I more to loſe ? or can I think 
Death were an evil to a wretch like me! 
Vet, oh ye ſons of juſtice ere we quit 
This awful court, expoſtulation's voice 
One moment hear impartial. Give a while 
Your honeſt hearts to nature's touches true, 
Her fine reſentments faithful. Draw afide 
That veil from reaſon's clear reflecting view, 
Which practice long, and rectitude ſuppos'd - | 
Of laws eſtabliſh'd, bath obſtructive hung. OO 
But pleads, or time, or long preicription anght | 
In favour or abatement of the wrong 
By folly wrought, or error? Hoary grown, 
2 And 
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And ſanctify'd by cuſtom's habit grey, 
Abſurdity ſtalks forth, ſtill more abſurd, 
And double ſhame rettects upon an age 
Wiſe and enlighten'd Should nor equal laws 
Their puniſhments proportionate to crimes *; 
Nor, all Draconic, ev'n to blood purſue 
Vindictive, where the venial poor offence 
Cries loud for mercy ? Death's the laſt demand 
Law can exact: the penalty extreme 
Of human crime! and ſhall the petty thief 
Succumb beneath its terrors, when no more 
Pays the bold murderer, crimſon'd o'er with guilt ? 

ew are the crimes againſt or God or man, 
— Conſult th? eternal code of right or wrong, 
Which e'er can juſtify this laſt extreme *, 
This wanton ſporting with the human life, 
This trade in blood. Ye ſages, then, review, 
Speedy and diligent, the penal code, 


* Horace's precept muſt for ever ſtand forth as irrefriga» 
diy ja « Adfit 


Regula] peccatis quz pœnas irroget æquas: 
Ne Scutica diguutm horribili ſectere flagello.“ 
Sat. 3. Lib. 1. 


* « He had ſometimes expreſſed his thoughts about our 
& penal law, that they were too ſanguinary; that they 
were againſt not only the laws of God, but of nature; 
« that his own caſe was hard, that he ihouuld die for an act 
* which he always declared to be wrong, but by which he 
* never intended to injure any one individual; and that, as 
« the public had for-iven him, hie thought he might have 
* been pardoned, But now (the day before his executioa) 
$ he laid all theſe thoughts tonching himfelf aſide, though he 
4 continued to think in the ſame manner of the penal laws 
$ to his end.“ See the Ordigary's account.“ : 


Humanity's 
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Humanity's diſgrace ; our nation's ſirſt 

And juſt reproach, amidſt its vaunted boaſts 

Ot equity and mercy :—Shiver not 

Full oft your inmoſt fouls, when from the bench 

Ye deal out death tremendous ; and proclaim 

Th' irrevocable ſentence on a wretch 

Pluck'd early from the paths of ſocial liſe, 

And immature, to the low grave confign'd 

For miideme nors tiivial! Runs not back, 

Affrighted, to its fountain your child blood, 

When, deck'd in all the horrid pomp of death, 

And Gothic rage ſurpathng, to the flames 

The weaker ſex, —increaible—you doom; 

Denouncing punithments the more ſevere, 

As lefs of ren: th is found to bear their force ? 

Sbame on the fav age practice! Oh ſtand forth 

In the great cauſe, —Compatlion's, 5 F.quity” 8, 

Your Nation's, Truth' * Religion s, Honour's 
cauſe, 

Stand forth, reflect ing Eden *! Well thou'ſt toil'd 

Already in the honourable field: 

Might thy young labours animate, the hour 

Aulpicious is arriv'd. Sages eſteem'd, 

And vencrably learn'd, as in the ſchool 

Of legal ſcience, fo in that of worth 

And ſentiment exalted, fill the bench : 

And lo! the imperial Muticovite, intent 

On public weal, a bright example ſhines 

Of civilizing juſtice. Sages riſe : 

'The cauſe, the animating pattern calls, 

Oh, I adjure you with my parting breath, 

By all your hopes of mercy and ot peace, 


* Sce Mr. Eden's admirable book. on Penal Law 
I 3 By 
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By all the blood henceforth unjuſtly ſpilt, 
Or wantonly, by all the ſorrows deep, 
And ſcalding tears ſhed for that blood ſo ſpilt 
In God's tremendous name, lo, I adhure, 
Without procraſtination to the taſk 
Important that you haſte! With equal hand 
In ſcales of temperate juſtice, balance well 
The claims of pleading mercy ! Unto crimes 
Inflictions juſt and adequate aſſign 
On reformation or example ſole, 
And all impartial, conttantly intent, 
Baniſh the rage for blood! for tortures felt 
Savage, reproachtul. Srudy to reſtore 
Its young, its uſetul members to the (tate, 
Well diſciplin'd, corrected, moraliz'd; 
Preſerv'd at once from ſhame, from death, from 
Hell, | 
Men, rationals, immort:.1s,-Sons of God. 
Oh, proſperous be your labours, crown'd your zeal? 
So ſhall the annals of our Sovereign's reign 
Diſtinguiſh'd by your virtue, - noble fruit 
Of that high independence He beſtow'd * 
So freely from the treaſury of his love 
To genuine juſtice—down to future times, 
Tranſmitting the rich bleſfing, ſhine renown'd 
With trueit glory; not by hers ſurpaſs'd, 
Th' immortel Legiſlator of the north! 
Ah me unhappy ! to that Sovereign's ear | 
Reſolv'd to bring thoſe truths which, labouring 
long, 


* Referring to the independence of the judres, ſettled 
by the King, as almoſt one of the firſt acts of his reign, 


Have 
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Have lain and toſt upon my anxious thoughts “: 
Thence too ain excluded! Fatal ſtroke, 

And wounding to my peace! Rigour extreme 

Of angry vengeance! “ Nay, it recks not now,“ 
Oft, 'wmidſt the tempeſt of my grief, I cried, 

« Ir recks not now what falls me! From the houſe 
« Ot him I honour'd, ſhut! Him whoſe lov'd fire 
%% My muſe in ſtrains elegaic weeping ſung “, 

& Mixing her tributc with a nation's tears ! 
„Him ts whoſe high-born race, —of liberty 

« Firm friends and fautors, — from my earlieſt 

youth, 8 

% My heart, devoted, willing homage paid, 

& And ſacred reverence : ſo patcrnal love 

„ And ſo my college taught, delightful Clare!“ 
Dear ever to my memory for hours | 

In innocence aud peaceful ftudy pſt ; 

Nor lets for thee, my friend, my Lancaſter ! 

Bleſt youth, in early hour from this life's woes 
In richeſt mercy borne! Had I but died, 

Oh had I died for thee, how had I ſhunn'd 

This harſh feverity,—exclulion ſad 

From my lov'd royal maſter! how eſcap'd 

Its ills attendant'!—Reputation dies, 

The darling of my ſoul, beneath the ſtroke ! 
Wild, wanton curſes tear my mangled frame ! 
My ſphere of uſefulneſs contracted ſhrinks ; 

And infamy herſelf with“ ghaſtly ſmiles” 

My ruin ridjcules ! Turn, turn, wy brain, 

* See my Sermon on the Injuſtice, &c, of Capital Pu- 

. hiſhments, 


+ See my e Elegy on the Death cf Frederick Prince of 
«& Wales.“ Poems, p. 63. ; 


Diſtracted 
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Diſtracted, madden'd, turn! Of reafon more, 
Religion, duty, eminence, dream not: 
The door of mercy's clos'd. Thee-oft from thee 
Mercy, ſweet Heaven, have I ioucht and found; 
From fellow -mortals ſeldom could I find, 
How humbled e'er, or penitent, for taults! 
—And who of erring mortals faultleſs breathes ? 
Mercy that giit of thine, which met adurns 
The judge's veſtment, and the monarch's crown. 
Adieu then to its hope ; ; its carthly hops. 
Elſewhcre we'll tcek it. Forth—oh forth, my 
| friends ; 
My generous, ſupporting, weeping friends, 
Forth from the bar conduct me. Ir is paſt, 
Juſtice has done her office. Mercy's fled ; 
And ſmiling, lo! ſhe fits UPON A cloud 
Of fleecy whiteneſs, ting'd with azur'd gold, 
And beams ineffable com; poſu: e on me! 
Light ſits my bolom'd mailer on his throne; 
Airy and difencumber'd teels my foul ; 
And, panting, wiſhes to ſpring inſtant up 
To chat white cloud, — 4 golden vehicle 
To realms of reſt immortal! In my eyes, 
99 languid late, and all ſuffus'd with tears, 
Methinks I {ee hope's lamp rekindled bright; 
A living luftre ; ſh: ding like thedfun, 
Aſter thick miits, Illumination's {mile 
O'erall my countenance, marr*d, dimm'd, and wan. 

Cheerly, my trends, oh cheerly ! Look not thus 
With pity's melting ſoftneſs! Thit alone 
Can ſhake my fortitude, All is not 1ſt, 
Lo! I have gain d, on this important day, 
A victory coniuminate o'er my. clt, 
And o'er this litc a victorx. On this day 


My 
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( 93 ) 
My birth-day to eternity—l've gain'd 
Ditmiſſion from a world, where for a while, 
Like you, like all, a pilgrim paſling poor, 
A traveller, a ſtranger, I have met 
But ſtranger treatment, rude and harſh! So much 
The dearer, more deſir'd, the home I ſcek 
Eternal of my Father and my God ! 

Ah, little thought ye, proſecutors prompt, 
To do me good like this! little intend 
For earthly poverty to give the exchange 
Ot wealth eternal! Cheronea's ſage, 
Thy dogmas here, ſo paradoxal deem'd 
By weak half-thinkers *—ſee how amply prev'd, 
How verify d by men I judg'd my foes j— 
Friends in diſguiſe, Heaven's inſtruments of good ! 
Freely, triumphantly, my ſoul forgives 
Fach injury, each evil they have wrought, 
Each tear they've drawn, each groan they've coſt 

my hearr, 
Guiltleſs tow'rds them, uninjur'd. Hapleſs men! 
Down do I look, with pity : fervent beg, 
And unremitting from all-gracious Heaven 
Eternal bleſſings on you! Be your-hves, 
Like mine, true convertites to grace, to God! 
And be your deaths, —ah, there all difference 
ends— . 

Then be our deaths like his, th' atoning juſt; 
Like his, the only rightcous, our laſt end! 

But oh, oblivious memory! bancful woe, 
Which thus in dull forgetfuineſs can ſtecp 
My faculties ; —forgetfulneſs of her 


* Sec Plutarch “ On the benefits deducible from ene- 
Injes.“ Morals, vol. 1, 
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My better ſelf, for whom alone I wiſh, . 

Thus {allen to remember that I am! | 

My wite, my ſoul's dear partner in diſtreſs, 

Where fits ſhe ? lives ſhe ? Ah not lives, but drags 

The tedious, torturing, horrid, anxious hours 

Of this dire day In folemn ſilence wrapt, 

—Expreſſive ſilence motionle!s, compos'd 

The metincholy mourner meckly waits 

The awful iſſue! From her lovely eyes 

Drops not a tear! nut cv'n a ſigh is heard 

From her deep-wounded heart : Nor through her 
lips, 

Unſever'd from the luckleſs morn to night, 

Mute ſufferer, ſteals a murmur *! Gentle dovey 

So, in the mourntul abſence of thy mate, 

Perhaps or levell'd by the fowler's art, 

Or lur'd in net inſidious, ſitteſt thou alone 

Upon the bared bough; thy little head 

Neſtling beneath thy filvery wings z while hang 

Thy pennons, late ſo gloſly, ſhivering down 

Unplum'd, neglected, crooping ! Thro' the day 

So tried, my tender friends, —another tak, 

And heavier yet, remains to be pertorm'd. 

Oh, with the balm of comtort, with the voice 

Of ſoothing ſoftneſs, the ſad truth unfold ! 

Approach the heautcous mourner, all-rever'd ; 

And tell her, “that her huſband triumphs, lives ;— 

« Lives, tho' condemn'd; lives to a nobler life! 

Nor, in the gladiome view of that high life, 

« Feels he to death reluctance: Bleſt with her, 


I ſpecchlefs ſat ;-nor plaintive word, 
& Nor mw mur, from my lips was heard.” 
Merrick's Plalms, p. 39 


4 Indifferent 
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% Tndifferent in his choice to live or die!“ 
Be the decition, thine, Father of life! 

Thou gaveſt, thou hait right ro take away ; 

In each alike beneficent ! If thou 

Halt pleaſure in me, once more ſha!l I ſhare 

Thy hallow'd ſervices, my heart's chief joy; 

If not with happy David—oh like his 

Could my ſong flow repentant —every thought 

Uniting cries with reſignation's voice, 

« Do with me, Lord, as it ſhall ſeem Thee good *]! 
Thus ſupplicaring, down my weary head 

To flumber on its wretched pillow ſunk, 

O'erpower'd, oppreſs' d. Nor on the main · maſt 

igb, 

Rock'd by the bellowing tempeſt, and the daſh 

Of furious ſurges, the poor fhip- boy fleeps 

More ſoundly, thun my powers © 'erwrou ht, amidſt 

The din of deſpera: e felons, and the roar 

Of harden'd guilt's mad midnight orgies loud! 

But fancy 7 ee, the buſy ſoul was wake : ; 

Anticipation plealing of 3:5 ſtate, 

Whey ſlee ps its clayey priſon in the grave, 

And forth it burlis to liberty ! Mettought 

— Such was the vitton—in a lowly vale 

Myſelf I found, whoſe living green was deck'd 

With all the beautcons family of Spring ; 

Pale primroſe, mo-leſt violet, hare-bell blue, 

Sweet- ſcented eglantine of fragr ance rich, 

And permanent the roſe : golden jonquil, 

And palyanthus varicgate of hue, 

With lilies dale delighting. Thro' the midſt 

Meandering of pure cr yital flow'd a fiream 


® 2 Sam. xv. 25, 26. 
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The flowery banks reflecting: On cach fide, 


With humely cots adorn'd, whoſe *habitants, 


When forrow-ſunk, my voice of comfort ſooth'd; 


When tickneſs- worn my hand of care reliev'd, 
Tended, and, miniſteriog to all their wants, 
Inſtructed in the language of the ſkies, 

Dear was the office, cheering was the to1l, 
And ſomething like angelic felt my ſoul! 

When lur'd, mechought, by one of glittering hue 
(Bright gleam'd the coronet upon hi brow, 
Rich glow'd his robe of crimſon, ermine deck*d) 
I toil'd to gain a neighbouring mountain's top 
Where blaz'd preferment's temple. So my guide 
With ſmile complacent taught and led me on, 
Softening with artful ſpeech the tedious way, 
And arduous ever. As I roſe, the view 
Still- gloomier ſcem'd, and dreary; the trait path 
Still ſtraiter, aud more ſharp the pointed briars 
Entangling! With inſulting tneers the crowd, 
Preſſing the fame bad road: joſtled me by, 

Or threw me proſtrate : till fatigued and taint, 


With feeble voice, exhauſted quite, I cried, 


„Oh to my vale reſtore me! ro my cots, 

« Illuſtrious guide! my miniſtrations bleſt, 
« Angelical and bleſſing! — With a look 
Of killing ſcorn he eyed me: Inſtant down, 
Precipitate daſh'd o'er me craggy rocks, 


+ Tumbling tumultuous; and in dungeon dark, 


Illumin'd only by the furious glare 

Of lynx and tygers eyes, thro' hunger fierce, 

And eager to devour, trembling I lay! 
When, in a moment, thro? the dungeon's gloom 

Burit light reſplendent as: the mid-day ſun, 

From adamantine {ſhield of Heavenly proof, 


Held 


b „ 5 
Held high by one“, of more than human port, 
Advancing flow : while on his tow'ring creſt. 
Sat fortitude unſhaken : At his feet 
Crouch'd the half-famiſhed ſavages ! From earth 
He rais'd me, weeping, and with look of peace 
Benignant, pointed to a crimſon croſs | 
On his bright ſhield pourtray'd. A milder form, 
Yet of celeſtial ſweetneſs,—tuch as oft 
My raptur'd eyes have in the tablet trac'd 
Of unaffected penitence ; of her 
Pleaſipg fimilitude—the weeping fair 
Early from royal, but unballow'd love, 
To God's ſole ſervice flying F—fam'd Le Brun, 
Thy glowing pencil's maſter- piece Such ſeem'd 
Repentance, meek approaching. From the den, 
Illomin'd and defended by faith's ſhield, | 
My trembling feet ſhe led; and having borne 
Thro? perils infinite, and terrors wild 
And vafious,--fainting almoſt my ſick ſoul 
She left me at a gate of glittering gold, 
Which open'd inſtantaneous at the touch 
Of homely porter j, clad in wolſey grey; 
And ever bending lowly to the ground 
His modeſt countenance ! But what a ſcene 
— Admitted thro? the portal—on my ſight 
Tranſported, ruſh'd! High on a ſapphire throne, 
Anndit a flame like carbuncle, ſat Love, 
Beaming forth living rays of light and joy 
On choral crowds of ſpirits infinite, | 
In immortality and glory cloth'd ; 


Faith. 


+ Madame de la Valiere. This fine picture is in the 


Chapel of the Carmelite Nuns at Paris, 
$ Humility, 


And 
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And hymning lofty ſtrains to minſtrelſy 
Ot golden harps accorded, in his praiſe, 
Love, uncreate, eſſential : Love, which bled; 
Which bleeding blanch'd to pureſt white their robes, 
And with eternal gold adorn'd their brows! 

Diſſolv'd, methought, and all my ſenſes rapt 
In viſion beatific, to a bank 
Of purple amaranthus was I borne 
By a ſuperior genius. His white wings 
Diſtilling panacea, dove-like ſpread 
Refreſhing fragrance o'er me: Firm of brow 
And maſculine he ſeem'd—th?* ennobling power 
Angelic, deſtin'd in the human heart 
To nounſh friendſhip's flame! Uprais'd my eyes 
As from a trance returning—** Spirit belov'd, 
And honour'd ever!“ anxious ſtrait I cried, 
Thrice welcome to my wiſhes! Oh impart— 
„ For you can tell—1n theſe delightful realms 
© Of happincſs ſupernal, ſhall we know,— 
© Say, ſhall we meet and know thoſe deareſt friends, 
© Thoſe tender relatives, to whoſe concerns 
„% You miniſter appointed? Shall we meet 
In mutual amity ? mutual converſe hold, 
5 And live in love immortal ?—Oh relieve 
„My aching heart's ſolicitude; and fay, 
& Here (hall I meet, here know, in boundleſs blifs, 
„Here view tranſported, her, my life's beſt friend, 
«© My ſorrows faithful ſoother!**—Guſhing tears 
4 Tmpetuous ſtopp'd my voice; and I awoke 
% To carth, to night, to darkneſs, and a jail! 
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WEEK THE FIFTH. 


FUTURITY. 


we O death devote!” Thus in the vernal 
bloom 

Of redolent youth and beauty, on the croſs 

Hung high her motto *;—ſhe, in name and choice 

Of that far better part, like her ſo tam'd 

In ſtory evangelical, —ſweet ſaint, 

Friend of my foul, and ſoother of my grief, 

Shall I then dread in age, and worn with woe, 

To meet the king of terrors ?—Coward fear 

Of what we all muſt meet: The primal curſe 

Of our firſt father reſts on all his race, 

Ard © Duſt to duſt,” the charter of mankind! 
But, were it poſſible, oh, who would wiſh 

To ſtretch the narrow ſpan, grown tedious, ſtale, 

With dull recurrence of the ſame dull acts, 

Ev'n in its happieſt ſtate ! A toilſome care, 


A wearying round of clothing, food, and ſleep: 


Miss Mary Boſanquet, whoſe motto, encircling a croſs 
is, „ Devoted to Death.” From fourteen years of age the 
dedicated herſelf to ſincere religion, and to the preſent hour 
has perſeyered in the moſt exemplary line of duty, Her 
letters to the author, in his laſt diſtreſs, aflorded him pe- 


culiar comfort. 
K 2 While 
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While chequer'd over with a thouſand ills - 
Inevitably painful !—In our frame | 
Dwell (death's artillery) diſeaſes dire, 
And potent to diſlodge the brittle life 


With agonies heart-rending ! In the ſoul - 


Lurks ſin, the ſerpent, with her fiery ſting 
Of ſorrow, rankling in the conſcience deep, 


Source of all mental miſery From without, 
In cloſe batallion, a black troop of ills 


Level their deep-drawn arrows at our peace ; 
And fail not, as we paſs thro' life's bad road, 
To wound th* unguarded traveller! witneſs you 
Who groan diltreis'd beneath oppreſſion's ſcourge; 
Ingratitude's ſharp tooth ; the canker'd tongue 
Of ſlander; fortune's loſs ; or bitterer far, 
The loſs of fame, and ſoul-connected friends! 

Thus tax'd, thus wretched, can the man be wiſe 
Who wiſhes to retain ſo poor a boon ? 
Who fears to render the depoſit up 
To his bleſt hands who gave it? And who thus 
Beneſicent hath rang'd his moral plan, | 
Thus good with evil mix'd; from earth's poor love 
{School of probation) ſuffering man to wean, 
And raiſe his hopes to heaven! Silence then ) 
The whiſper of complaint; low in the duſt 
Diſſatisfaction's deamons growl unheard : 
All, all is good, all excellcnt below : - 
Pain is a blefling ; ſorrow leads to joy, 
Joy permanent and ſolid! Every ill 
Bears with it love paternal : nay, ev'n death, 
Grim death itſelf, in all its horrors clad, 
Is man's ſupremeſt privilege ! It frees | 
Ihe ſoul from priſon, from foul fin, from woe, 
Aud gives it back to glory, reſt, and God! 

| When 


E. 
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When will its welcome meſſage lay at prace - | | 
My burden'd, beating heart? —Oh ſtrange! to point 
Thy darts, inexorable tyrant, there, 

Where life laughs crown'd with roſes ; when theſe 14 
arms, | | 
Familiar to thy fiſter Sorrow's fold. =! 
Would fo delighted hug thee ! But thou lov'ſt | 
Full of the nobleſt quarry, higheſt aim : 
Lov'ſt, unſuſpected, and with filent ſtep, 1 
To ſteal on the ſecure : Lov'ſt to deal round Il 
Tremendous and impartial thy ſtern itrokes, 1 
Aſſerting terrible o' er human- kind ä 
Thy empire irrefiſtible : And now 
At monarchs, now at mimics, grinning ſcorn, 
Thy hand indifferent hurls the twanging ſhaft. 

Ah, what a groupe of primeſt deer lie pierc'd, 
Thou Hunter all victorious, at thy feet; 

Since to thy empire dedicate I fell ; 

From life's bright hope, and languiſh'd in this 
grave, 

This living, doleful ſepulchre immur'd! 

Not all thy gold or orient pearl could ſave 
Thee, Luſitania's monarch, from the ſtroke 
Impending long and dread ! Nor, "Ferrick *, thee, 
Thy mitre and thy rochet! Enſigns bleſt, 

When worn with ſanctity ; then ſurely chang'd 
For crown of gold, and robe of ſpotleſs white! 4 

See, neither can the coronet, nor garb f 
Of ermin'd pomp, from Temple + turn afide 
The levell'd blow ; nor, higher far in price, 

Th' upliſted ſhield of Janſſen's honeſt heart! 
Lo! too, as if in ſcorn of purpled pride, 


And all life's glories, in ghis high parade 


* Biſhop of London, + Counteſs of Temple. 
K 3 - Funereal 
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Funereal marches, tragic- actor now, 
He who ſo late light on the comic ſock 
'Trod the gay tage, and bade with laughter's burſt 
In voluntary the throng'd theatres reſound ! 
Ah, food for worms, poor Woodward, thou no leſs 
Than patriots, princes, counteſſes and prieſts ! 
Death icorns diſtinctions: But, defpotic power, 
Cloth'd in his direſt terrors, here he reigns, 
Here revels! Here with bittcreſt vengeance, ſhakes 
O'er trembling convicts his determin'd ſhafr, 
And gluts himſelf with horror! See him lead 
From yonder darkſome cell, all pale with woe, 
That ſtranger * linking ! ! who, in luckleſs hour, 
With raſh-hand pierc'd the boſom he ador'd, 
Nor drank of comfort more! half in his heart 
The black lance feſtering ſticks; and death himſelf, 
Howe?er relentleſs, ere he drives i it home, 
Of ſtrange commiferation feels a pang, 
Reluctant to his office !— 

But, that ſhrick— 
Thrilling with dread—whence is it? *Tisthe voice 
Of female miſery, burſting thro' the crowd 
To the lone dungeon: view that lovely form f, 


* Alludiug to Toloſa, a poor unhappy Spaniard, lately 
executed for the murder of his female friend. He took ſcarce 
any ſuſteuance ſrom the time of the fact, and was more than 
half dead when conveyed to the place of execution. 

+ This alſo alludes to a miſerable cataſtrophe, which hap- 
pened here on the morning of a late execution. The poor 
young woman who came to viſit her huſband, had lain- in 
but ven days. As ſoon as the huſband's fetters were 
knocked off, he ſtepped afide, and cut his throat in a diſmal 
manner; but not quite ſufficiently to finiſh his exiſtence :— 
Aud in that ſhocking ſtate—paid his debt—at the deſtined 


place. * 
Deck'd 
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Deck'd in the neateſt white, —yet not ſo white 
And wan as her wild viſage: “Keep me not,” 
Raving ſhe cries, * Keep me not, cruel, from him. 
+ Hediesthis morn ; I know it: he's condemn'd ; 
& The dreadful judge has done it! He muſt die, 
„ My huſband! and I'm come, clad in my beſt, 
„To go and ſuffer with him! I have brought 
© Yyeet flowers to cheer him, and to ftrew his corſe, 
Pale,pale,and ſpeechleſs hes it !—-Huſband come! 
The little infant, fruit of our glad loves, 
Smil'd on me, as with parting breath I bleſt, 
And kiſs'd the dear babe for tace! Tis but 

** young ; BT: 

"Tis tender yet; ſeven days is young in life: 
Angels will guard my little innocent: 

4% They'll feed it, tho*thou could'it not findit food, 

And its poor mother too !-—And fo thou dy'ſt! 
For me and it thou dy'ſt! But not alone, 
Thou ſhalt not go alone; I will die with thee: 
* Sweet mercy be upon us! Hence, hence, hence!'® 
Impetuous then, her white arms round his neck 

She threw ; and, with dcep groans would pierce a 

rock, 3 
Sunk faiuting. Oh the nuſband's, father's pangs 
Stopping all utterance! Up to Heaven he roll 
His trantic eyes; and ſtaring willy round 
In deſperation's madnels, to his heart 
Drove the deſtructive ſteel l- Fell death, 
Would'ſt thou a fuller triumph ?—Oh my wife, 
How diſmal to our ears the thricks, the groans !— 
And what a crowd of wild ideas preſs 
Diſtracting on the foul i “ Merciful Heaven, 
In pity ſpare us! Say, it is enough, 

% And bid the avenging angel ſtay his hand!“ 

; Death 
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h bars the plea; and with his thundering 
alk 

Bruſhing beſide us, calls, in ſolemn found, 
Heed to his dart grict-pointed. Its keen ſtroke, 
Ah, gentle Eleonora *! gives at once 
Relief to thy o'cr-burden'd breaſt! to ours 
Anguiſh unutterable ! 'Tis ours he wounds, 
Thou amiable friend !—whoſe languid eye 
Ne'er rais'd a look from earth fince that ſad hour 
When ſunk my ſun! Thou, who from earliett youth 
Haſt humbly fought thy God, thou art at peace: 
Happy, thrice happy, on thut golden ſhore, 
Where from the toſſing of theſe troublous waves 
We ſoon ſhall land. Oh ſtay, afteftionate, 
Oh wait and welcome us! Or, if in Heaven 
Bleſt ſaints retain concern for thoſe on earth 
Held in the deareſt amity, become 
Thy darling ſiſter's guardian! As from youth, 
From childhood's dawn her dear maternal guide, 
Be now, lov'd ſpirit, in this hour of woe 
Her anvgel-comtort, her ſupport! Alas, 
What talk I of ſupport! thou mercy's God! 
When all her conduct, by the grace inſpir d— 
When all her patient gentlenets and love, 
Her fortitude unparallel'd, and peace, 
Have thee their Author: Be the glory thine ! 

But ſay, my foul. 'midſt theſe alarming calls, 
This dread tamiliarity with death; 
Our common debt, from infancy's firſt ery 
Denounc'd, expected, tho? its ture approach 


* Mrs. Dodd's {er ; who, in the midſt of our ſorrows, 
did—what the never did before—angment ther, by dying of 
a heart broken with grief for our calamity, Oh miſery | 


Lurks 


„ 
Lurks in uncertainty's obſcureſt night ;— 
Our common debt, which babes and palſied ſeers, 
Princes and pilgrims, equally mult pay; — 
Say, canſt thou feel reluctance to diſcharge 
The claim inevitable? Seuſeleſs he, 
Who in life's gaudieſt moments fondly ſtrives 
To turn his eyes unheeding from the view 
Inſtructive. Midſt thoſe moments, deep it dwelt 
On my reflecting mind“! a mind which liv'd 
More in the future than the preſent world; 
Which, frequent call'd by duty's ſolemn voice 
From earth's low ſcenes, on thoſe ſublimer far 
Hath ever thought delighted; and thoſe thoughts 
Conveying to mankind, in them deſires 
Its real tranſcript, its reſemblance true 
May be ſurvey*d—the picture of itſelt. 
For, whatſoc'er may be our carihly ſtate, 
"The mind's the man. My humble labours, then, 
When reſts my part corporeal in the duſt, 
; ng up my living portrait And to give. | 
Thoſe labaqurs all their force, ſummon'd I ſtand 

By awful providence, to realize 
The theoretic leſſons I have taught. 
And lo! compos'd, I tix my dying ſeal 
In atteſtation to their truth, their power, 
Felt at my heart, my inmoſt conſcience felt; 
Imparting triumph o'er life's love; o'er death 
Conſummate exultation ! while my ſoul 
Longs to go forth, and pants for endleſs day! 

But who can wonder, that amidit the woes, 
Take a ſwoln torrent, which with frightful roar 


®* Refleftions on Death—Thoughts on Epiphany—Sermon 
n Mutual Knowlegde, &c, : f 


Have 
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Hare burſt deſtructive o'er me; *mid{ the lofs 
Of all things dear, Fame, Honour, Peace and Reſt ;; 
Amidſt the cruel ſpoiling of my goods, 

The bittereſt rancour of enverom'd ſpite, ' 

And calumny unfeeling * ;—what furprize 

That my wean'd ſoul, above this worldly wreck, 
With anxious expectation waits the call 

From melancholy mourning and dim grief, 

To everlaſting gladneſs ? Powerful Hope, 

And all-ſufficient to ſuſtain the ſoul, | 

Tho' walking thro? the darkeſt vate of woe! 

Who ſhall diſprove that Hope ? or who pretend 
By ſubtle ſo biſtry that ſoul to rob 

Of it's chief anchor, choiceſt privilege 

And nobleſt conſolation-—** Stedfaſt b aith 

In great Futurity's extended ſcene : 
Eternity of Being? All things round 

Ariſe in brighteſt proof: I ſee it, feel it, 

Thro' all my faculties, thro? all my powers, 
Pervading irreſiſtible. Each groan 
Sent from my ſorrowing heart ; each ſcalding tear - 
From my convicted eyes; each fervent prayer 
By meek repentance offer'd up to Heaven, 

Aſſerts my immorrtality ! proclaims 

- A pardoning Deity and future world. {ih 
Nor leſs the thought, chill, comfortleſs, abhorr'd, 
Of loath'd annihilation !—From the view 


„ Humtliating, mean, unworthy man, 


Almoſt unworthy reptiles, — glad J turn, 


* Numberleſs letters of a moſt nochriſtian, horrid, and 
. cruel natyre, .were continually ſent to him in the height, of 
his diſtreſſes. Yet ſome of theſe letters were ſubſcribed, A 
Lady, A Chriſtian, Or, a Chriſtian Brother. 
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And triumph in exiſtence ! Nay, each ill 
And every mundane trouble preaches loud 
The ſame important truth. I read it fair 
And legibly engrav'd on all below : 

On all the inequalities diſcern'd 

In this perplexing, mix'd and motley ſcene ; 
In every rank and order of mankind * ; 
Nay, in the wiſeſt ſyſtem of our laws, 
Inadequate, imperfect, —and full oft 
Unjuſt and cruel; in this diſmal ail, 

And in the proudeſt palaces like 

I read, and glory to trace out tae marks 
Irrefragably clear of future life; 

Of retribution's juſt and equal ſtate. 

So reaſon urges ; while tair Nature's ſelf, 
At this ſweet ſeaſon , joyfully throws in 
Her atteſtation lovely : bids the ſun, 
All-bounteous, pour his vivitying light, 

To rouſe and waken from their wint'ry death 
The vegetable tribe ! Freſh from their graves, 
At his reſiſtleſs ſummors, ſtirr they forth, 

A verdant reſurrection! In each plant, 

Each flower, each trce to blooming lite reſtur'd, 
I trace the pledge, the carneſt, and the type 
Of man's revival; of his tuture riſe 

And victory o'er the grave, —compell'd to yield, 
Her ſacred, rich depoſit, trom the fred 
Corrupt and mortal, and immortal frame 


® See Macleane's Anſwer to Jenyns, &C, p. 52. 
+ Spring. See my poern on che Epiphany, ver. 131, Kc, 


I would have that Poem confidered, in dependence wirh this 
as my ſerious thoughts on theſe awful ſubjects, in an early 


po od of my life; and which, in this laſt and dreadful one, 
nad no reaſon to alter. 


Glorious 
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Glorious and incorruptible; like his, . 

The Sun of righteouſneſs, whoſe living power 
The mighty work ſhall operate! Ves, bright ſource 
Of ſpiritual life !—the immaterial world _ 
Pervading, quickening, gladdening,—in the rays 
Full-orb'd of Revelation, thy prime gift, | 
J view diſplay'd, magniticent, and full, 

What reaſon, nature, in dim darkneſs teach, 
Tho? viſible, not diſtinct: ] read with joy 
Man's high prerogative ;- tranſported read 

"The certain, clear diſcovery ot life 

And immortality, announc'd by thee, 

Parent of truth, celeſtial Viſitant, 

Fountain of all intelligence divine ! 

Of that high immortality the King, | 
And of that tte the Author! How man mounts, 
Mounts upon angel-wings, when fief'd, ſecur'd 
In that fublime inheritance ; when ſeen 

As a terreſtrial ſtranger here; a god 

Conſin'd awhile in priſon of the fleſh, 

Soon, ſoon to ioar, and mcet his brother-gods, 
His fellows, in eternity !--How creeps, 

How grovels human nature! What a worm, 

An inſet of an hour, poor, ſinful, fad; 
Deſpis'd and deſpicable, reptile-like 

Crawls man, his moment on bis ant-hill here: 
— Marking his little ſhining path with ſhme,— 
Tf limited to earth's briet .round | 

His painful, narrow views! Like the poor moth, 
By lights delufive to deſtruction led; 

Still ſtruggling oft its horrors to evade, | 
Still more and wore involv'd; in flame he lives 
His tranſient tvilſome minute, and expires 

In ſuſtocating ſmoke, | 


Hume, 
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Hume, thou art gone! 
Amidſt the catalogue of thoſe mow'd down 


By time's huge ſcythe, late noted *; Thou, be ſure, 


Waſt not forgotten! Author thou haſt gain'd 
Thy vaſt ambition's ſummit : Fame was thine; 
Wealth too, beyond thy ampleſt wiſh's bound, 
Encompaſs'd thee : And lo, the pageant ends! 
For who, without compaſhon's generous tear, 
Thy mind at once capacious and humane, 
Can view, to truth, to hope immortal dead ? 
Thy penetrating reaſon, ſubtile, ſtrong, 
Hoodwink'd by dark infatuation's veil ; 
And all thy fine and manly ſenſe employ'd, 
Ev'n on cternity's thrice awful verge, 
To trifle with the wonders of a {tate 
Reſpectably alarming ! of a ſtate 
Whoſe being gives to man—had given to thee 
(Accepted by the humble hand of faith) 
True glory, ſolid fame, and boundleſs wealth! 
Treaſures that wax not old. 

Oh the high bleſſings of humility ! 


Man's firſt and richeſt grace ! Of virtue, truth, 


Knowledge, and exaltation, certain ſource, . 
And moſt abundant : Pregnant of all good; 
And, poor in ſhew, to treaſures infinite 
Infallibly conducting; her ſure gift! 

So, when old Hyems has deform'd the year, 
We view, on fam'd Burgundia's craggy cliffs, 


The flow vines, ſcarce diſtinct, on the brown earth 


Neglected lie and grovelling ;—promiſe poor 
From plant ſo humble, of the ſwelling grape 
In glowiag cluſters purpling o'er the hills. 


See Mr. Hume's Life, written by himſelf; with a letter 


by Dr. Smith, giving au account of his Death. | 
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When all impregnating rolls forth the ſun, 

And from the mean ſtalk pours a luſcious food 
Of juice nectareous thro? the laughing land! 

Nervous eſſayiſt! haply had thy pen, 

Of maſculine ability, this theme 

Purſued intelligent; from lowly heart 
Delineating true the features mild 

Of genuine humility ; mankind 

Now *wilder'd by thy ſophiſtry, had bleſs'd 

And honour'd well thy teaching: Whilſt thyſelf 
Secure had ſail'd and happy; nor been caſt 

On pride's black rocks, or empty ſcorn's bleak ſhore ! 

Proud ſcorn, how poor and blind—how it at once 

Deſtroys the fight, and makes us think we ſee! 
While deſperate ridicule in wit's wild hands 
Implants a dangerous weapon ! How it warps 
From clear diſcernment, and concluſions juſt, 
Ev'n captive reaſon's ſelf! How gay ſoc%er-— 
(Ah miſplac'd gaity on ſuch a theme) 
In life's laſt hour !—on Charon's crazy bark, 
On Tartarus and Elyſium, and the pomp 
Solemn and dieaded of dark pagans Hell! 

Thy reaſoning powers knew well, full well to draw 
Deductions true from fables groſs as theſe, _ 

By poets ſancy hcighten'd ! Well thou knew'ſt 
The deep intelligence, the ſolid truth 

Conceal'd beneath the myſtic tale; well knew'ſt 
Fables like theſe, familiar ro mankind 

In every nation, every clime, through earth 
Widely diſſeminate, through earth proclaim'd 

In language ſtrong, intelligent and clear, 

&«& A future ſtate retributive :? Thou knew'ſt, 
That in each age the wiſe embrac'd the truth, 
And gloricd in an hope, how dim ſoe'er, 

Which thou, amidit the blaze, the noon-day Wage | 
1 


laze 


Ot 


itt 


Ot chriſtian information, madly ſcorn'dſt 

And died'ſt inſulting ! Hail of ancient times, 

Worthics and fam'd believers! Plato, hail ! 

And thou, immortal Socrates, of Rome 

Prime ornament and boaſt ! my Tully, hall 

Friend and companion of my ſtudious life, 

In cloquence and ſound philoſophy 

Alike e ee [with minds enlarg'd, 

Vet teachable and modeſt, how ye ſought, 

You and your kindred ſouls, —how daily dug 

For wiſdom as the labourer in the mines! 

How grop'd, in fancy's and dark fable's night, 

Your way aſſiduous, painful! How diſcern'd 

By the mind's trembling, unaſſiſted light, 

(Or, haply, aided by a ſcatter'd ray 

Of diſtant revelation, half extinct) 

The glimmer of a dawn; the twinkling ſtar 

Of day-light far remote! How figh'd fincere 

For fuller information! and how long'd, 

How panted for admiſſion to that world 

O'er which hung veils impervious ! Sages, yes, 

Your ſearch ingenuous proves it : every page 

Immortal of your writings ſpeaks this truth! 

Hear, ye minute philoſophers; ye herd 

Of mean halt-thinkers, who chief glory place 

In boldneſs to arraign and judge your Gol, 

And think that ſingularity is ſenſe! | 

Hear, and be humbled : Socrates himſelf *— 

And him you boat! your maſter, would have fall'n 

In humble, thankful reverence at the fect 

Of Jeſus—and drank wiſdom from his tongue! 
Divineſt Fountain! from the copious ſtream 


* Alluding to his celebrated wiſh of divine illumination 
from ſome ſuperior power. | 


Bs: Then 
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Then drink we frecly, gladly, plenteous draughts 
Of ever-living wiſdom ; knowledge clear, ; 
And otherwi'e attainleſs of that ſtate 
Supernal, glorious ; where, in angel-form 
And angel-bleſſedneſs “, from Death's dread pow'r, 
From Sin's dominion, and from Sorrow's ſenſe 
Emancipated ever, we ſhall ſhare | 
Complete uninterrupted, boundleſs bliſs ; 
Inceſſant flowing forth from God's right hand, 
Well of perennial joy f! Our moral powers, 
By perfect pure benevolence enlarg'd, 
With univerſal ſympathy, ſhall glow 
Love's flame ethercal! And from God himſelf, 
Love's primal ſource, and ever-blefling ſun, 
Receive, and round communicate the warmth 
Of gladneſs and of glory! Then ſhall rule, 
From dregs of ſordid intereſt defecate, | 
Immortal-friendſhip. Then too ſhall we trace 
With minds congenial and athirſt for truth 
Sincere and ſimple, the Creator's works, 
Illumin'd by the intellectual foul, 
Refin'd, exalted —Animating thought! 
To talk with Plato, or with Newton tread 
Thro' empyrean ſpace the boundleſs track 
Of ſtars erratic, or the comet vague 
With fiery luſtre wandering thro” the depths 
Of the blue void, exhauſtleſs, inlinite ; 
While all its wonders, all its mvſtic uſe, 
Expand themſelves to the admiring light ! 

Deſcending then from the celeſtial range 
Of planctary worlds, how bleſt to walk 
And trace with thee, nature's true lover, Hale, 
In ſcience ſage and venerable—trace 


® fe . + See Pſalm xiv. 12 
| Thro' 
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Thro' vegetation's principle, the God! 
Read in each tube, capillary, and root, 
In every leaf and bloſſom, fruit and flower, 
Creative energy, conſummate art, 
Beauty and bounty blended and complete ! 
Oh what a burſt of wiſdom and delight, 
Intelligence and pleaſure, to engage 
Th' enraptur'd mind for ages! Twere too ſhort 
Eternity itſelf, with reaſoning queſt 
To ſearch, to contemplate great nature's God 
Thro? all his nature's works! Suns, ſtars and ſkies, 
With all their vaſt and elemental ſtore: _ 
Seas, with their finny myriads : birds that wing 
With glittering pinions the elaſtic air, 
And fill the woods with muſic : Animals, 
That feed; that clothe, that labour for their lord, 
Proud man ; and half up to his reaſon climb 
By inſtinct marvellous ! Freies that infinite 
In glow and taſte refreſh creation's toil; , 
And flowers, that rich in ſcent their incenſe ſweet 
— Delicious offering both to God and man, 
Breath free from velvet variegated hues, 
And ſpeak celeſtial kindneſs then from theſe 
His leſſer wonders—Fam'd anatomiſts, 
Ye, who with ſcrupulous, but ſtill painful ſearch 
Pore doubtful in the dark receſs of life ;— 
Then turn we, Cheſelden, to man; fo form'd 
With fear and wonder by the maſter-hand, 
And learn we, from diſcovery of the ſprings 
Of this divine automaton : the blood 
In nimble currents courſing thro? the veins 
And purple arteries ; the fibres fine; 
The tubal nerves, ſo ramified, and quick 
To keen ſenſation ; all the various parts 
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So complicate, yet diſtin& ; adapted each 
Its functions with minuteneſs to fulfil, 
While to the one great end concurring all 
With harmony unvarying !—Learn we hence 
The wiſdom exquiſite, which gave to life, 
To motion, this his prime, his chicf mackine ! 


And ſuperadded, in his love's difplay, 


The ſoul's ſuperior, intellectual rule, 
Connexion wonderful! and till that hour 
Of all- expanding knowledge, to man's mind 
Inexplicable ſtill, and ſtill unknown! 

How riſe upon the thought, to truth attent, 
Truths new and intereſting, midſt this field 
Of univerſal ſcience Nor ſhall then 
The ſpirits ſeat and influence on our frame, 
Groſs and material, be alone evolv'd 
To our aſtoniſh'd view. Spirit itſelf, 

Its nature, properties, diſtinctions, powers, 
Deep ſubject of inveſtigation deep, 

And chief reſolver of man's anxious doubts; 
Tho? to his ſight impoſſible, or ſearch, 
While darken'd by mortality —ſhall riſe, 
Boon as he burſts the barrier of the grave, 


Clear and familiar on his ſight enlarg'd: 


Seen in himſelf, beatify'd, and cloth'd 

With ſpiritual glory: in the angelie world 

Seen and admir'd. And—oh ecitatic view, 

Whoſe light is perfect bliſs, transforming, pure*,— 
| Seen 


There muſt be ſympathy in the future ſtate, to render 
it uniformly complete and perfect. We can have no plea» 
ſure in God, or God in us, but from that {ympathy ariſing 
from fimilitude. We muſt he made like God to enjoy bea- 
tific viſion, Bring a bad man to Heaven, with a _ 

CY Ci uſte 
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Seen and ador'd in Thee, great firſt and laſt, 
Sole, ſelf-exiſting Thou the gracious cauſe 
Of all exiſtence ; Infinitely bleſt, 
Yet pleas'd with life and being to impart 
That bleſſing to innumerous creatures round ! 
Spirit of the univerſe, thro? all diffus'd, 
And animating all! Dread Triune God *, 
With beams exhauſtleſs of - eternal love, 
Of life, of glory, from thy central throne 
Shining beneficent : aud kindling warm 
In every being ſubject to thy rule, | 
Devotion's rapture and thankſgiving's ſong ; 
Mellifluous ſongs, and hallelujah's high ! 

New wonders elevate! For not alone 
By contemplation up to nature's God 
From nature's works aſcending, ſhall the ſoul 
Beatified receive in future bliſs 
Acceſſions of delight through endleſs day ;— 
Lo, what a ſcene, engaging and profound, 
Preſents it'elf the darkening curtain drawn— 
From the high acts of Providence, diſplay'd 
In one clear view conſiſtent ; in one end 
Important, grand, concentering : one deſign 
Superlatively gracious, through the. whole 
Purſued invariably ; even from the hour 


cruſted and ſenſualized, he would have no pleaſure in it; nor 
could he endure the fight, any more than reptiles that gro- 
vel in a cave amidſt filth and darkneſs, could endure the 
ſplendors of the mid-day ſun. Shakeſpeare's deſcription is, 
in this view, highly animated: | 
« For vice thoꝰ to a radiant angel link'd, 
« Would fate itſelf in a celeſtial bed, 
« And prey on garbage.” 
® See Macleane's Anſwer to Jenyns, p. 72. 
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When paſs'd the ſentence on the ſerpent's head, 

To that thrice- awful moment, when the Son 

His victor- car o'er death and Hell ſhall drive 

Triumphant, and bolt faſt the gates of time! 
Unroll'd the myſtic volume, we behold 

In characters of wiſdom ſtrong pourtray'd 

The riſe and fall of empires; in thy hand 

Omnipotent, or inſtruments of good, 

Or of thy juſtice. punitive and dread 

Awtul diſpenſers! There, of heroes, kings, 

Sages, and ſaints, of prophets and of prieſts, 

Thy diſtributions, difficult but wiſe, 

Diſcerning, ſhall we gratefully adore : 

And in the long, long chain of ſeeming chance, 

And accidents fortuitous, ſhall trace 


Omniſcience all- combining, guiding all! 


No diſpenſations then will ſeem too hard, 
Thraugh temporary ills to bliſsful life 


Lading, tho' labyrinthal! All will ſhine 


In open day: all, o'er the mighty plan, 
Diſcover Thee, with wiſdom infinite 
Preſiding glorious : All thy ſtedfaſt truth, 
And love paternal, manifeſt ; while falls 
The proſtrate world of ſpirits, angels, ſaints, 
In adoration's homage fore thy throne ! 

Not to our earth, or earth's poor confines bound: 
The ſoul dilated, glorified and free 
On ſeraph's wings ſhall ſoar, and drink in glad, 
New draughts of high delight from each ſurvey 
Of its Creator's kingdoms! Pleas'd ſhall paſs 
From ſtar to ſtar; from planetary worlds, 
And ſyſtems far remote, to ſyſtems, worlds 
Remoter ſtill, in boundlefs depths of ſpace ; 
Each peopled with its myriads ; and mall * 

e 


'he 


What plaudits from that whole are due, ſhall burft 
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The wiſe and ſtrict dependence of the whole 
Concatenation ſtriking of thy works, 
All- perfect, mighty Maſter ! Wonder-loſt 
In the vaſt view of ſyſtems numberleſs, 
All regular, in one eternal round 2 
Of beauteous order rolling! All deſign'd 
With ſkill conſummate, tending to one goal; 
And manifeſting all, in characters 
Tranſparent as the diamond's brilliant blaze, 
Their Sovereign Ruler's unity of will, 
His all- efficient wiſdom, and his love, 
In grace and glory infinite; the chain 
Connecting firm, and through its every link 
Transfuſing life's ineffable delights ! 
Oh goodneſs providential ! ſleepleſs care! 
Intent, as ever bleſt, to bleſs the whole ! 


From tull creation's univerſal choir! 
Then, oh tranſporting! ſhall theſchemeprofound, 
Heaven's labour, and of angels anxious thought 
Sublimeſt meditation; — then ſhall blaze 
In fulleſt glory on the race redeem'd, 
Redemption's boundleſs mercy !—High in Heav'n, 
To millions bleft, rejoicing in its grace, 
And khymring all its bounties, ſhall the croſs, 
Thy croſs, all-conquering Saviour, be diſplay'd, . 
While ſeraphs veil their glories, and while men 
Thronging innumerable, proſtrate fall 
Before thy feet, and to the bleeding Lamb 
Aſeribe their free ſalvation !— 
| "Midi that throng 
Of ſpirits juſtified, and thro? thy blood 
Cleans'd, pertetted, and bleſt, might I be found, 
To ſcenes ſo high exalted; to ſuch views - 
Ennobling 
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Ennobliug brought, ſuch intellect reſin'd, 
Such light and love, ſuch holineſs and peace; 
Such ſpheres of ſcience, and ſuch realms of reſt! 
Ah, how I'd ſcorn the paſſage ſtruit of death, 
How doleful e'er and horrid ! How I'd look 
With ſtedfaſtneſs unſhaken through the grave, 
And ſmile o'er all its ſadneſs! How I'd riſe 
Exulting, great Forerunner, o'er the waves 
And bitterneſs of life! How, ſmiling, court 
Ev*n the fell hand of horror, to diſmiſs 
From earth, from darkneſs, my delighted ſoul 
To Heaven, to God, and everlaſting day ! 
Teacher of truth, bleſt Jeſu !—On the throne, 
Of majeſty co-equal thou who fitt'ſt | 
From all eternity in glory's blaze 


With thy Almighty Father! Thou, benign, 


From boſom of that Father haſt brought down 
Intelligence to man of this bleſt ſtate 
Conſolatory, rational; and fraught 

With every good beyoad the higheſt reach 

Of man's ſupreme conception! How ſhall then 
In equal language man his homage pay, 

Or grateful laud thy goodneſs !—Sons of Greece, 
Or ye, who in old times, of ſevenfold Nile, 
Proud Tyber, or the Ganges' ſacred flood 
Religious drank, and to your dæmons dark 

Paid ſuperſtition's tribute ;—tho' I trace 
Delighted, in your viſions of the world 

Beyond the grave, your dreams of future life, 
Proofs of that life's firm credence, of your faith 
In the ſoul's deathleſs nature ;—yet with tears 
Of human pity, humbled o'er the ſenſe 

Of human imbecillity, I read | 

Your futile fables, puerile and poor ; 
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To the ſoul's life, to virtue's godlike love 
Unanimating, uſeleſs ; while illum'd 
By goſpel-ſplendor,—elfe, no doubt, as dark 
And worthy pity—owns my heart rejoic'd, 
That goſpel's eminence of wiſdom, truth, 
And heavenly emanation, in its traits 
Of future life ſuperlatively drawn! 
And who could paint that life, that ſcene deſcribe 
Immortal, and all-glonous, from the view 
Of mortals ſhrouded ever, — ſave the Son, 
Who from Eternity that Hfe enjoyed; 
And came in condeſcenſion to reveal 
A glimpſe of its perfection to mankind F 
Preſumption vain and arrogant in man, 
To think of ſketching with his weak, faint line, 
A ſcene ſo much above him! And behold 
That vain preſumption puniſh'd as it ought, 
In Araby*s Impoſtor, dark and lewd ; 
Who dar'd, with temporary follies fraught, 
And low ſelf-intereſt, ſtalking in the van 
Of mad aimbnion's route—to cheat his train, 
Deluded by his darmgs, with the hope 
Of ſenſual raviſhment, and carnal joys 
Perpetual in the Paradiſe of 'God ; 
Reſerv*d—for ſons of murder and of luſt! 
Shame on the impious madneſs! Nor leſs ſhame 
Muſt truth indignant dart on thoſe who boaſt 
Excluſive Chriſtianity ; yet dare, 
Preſumptuous, in their fancied penal fire 
To fetter the free ſoul, “ till the foul fins 
* Done in its days of nature be purged out 
© And burn'd away *;” unleſs by lucky chance 


v See Hamlet. 
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The oft-repeated maſs, thro? potent ggld,— 
All-ſacred influence !—gain'd, unlocks the door 
Of diſmal priſon-houſc, and gives the ſoul 
Enfranchis'd, up to Peter's better care! 

Prepoſterous, weak delufion ! ſtrange reproach 
To Chriſtian ſapience, and to manly ſenſe! 
But not to Chriit's true goſpel, and the code 
Of Revelation pure; before whoſe light, 
Reſplendently informing, fables old | 
Like theſe, and vain (of ignorance the birth, 
Or coinage ſacerdotal, in an age 
Of groſs Cimmerian darkneſs), growling hide $} 
Their ignominious heads : as birds of night, i 
Reptiles, and beaſts of prey before the fon 8 
Mounting the miſty hills, in ſplendor rob'd, F 
And beaming all around refulgent day ! 

Other, far other from that luminous code 
Breaks on the rational, enlighten'd mind 
In perfect beauty that exalted ſtate, 4 
Of whoſe high excellence our ſight hath dar'd, 1 
How dim ſoe'er, to take an humble glimpſe, 1 
And peep into its wonders But what tongue f 
Of man in language adequate can tell, 
What mortal pencil worthily pourtray 
That excellence, thoſe wonders—where nor death, 
Nor fin, nor pain ſhall enter ever ;—where, 
Each ill exlcuded, every good ſhall reign ; 
Where day ſhall ne'er decline; but ceaſeleſs light 
The Lamb's eternal luſtre—blazing bleſs 
With ſalutary glory! where ſhall ſmile 
One ſpring unvarying ; and glad nature teem 
Spontaneous with exuberance of bounty ! 
Where, in immortal health, the frame ſublim'd, 


Refin'd, exalted thro' the chymic grave, 


In 


In 
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In union with the ſoul made perfect, pure, 
And to the likeneſs of its God transform'd, 
Shall find for every ſenſe divine employ, 
Gratification ample, exquiſite, 
Angelical, and holy: Chief in fight, 
In viſion beatific of its God; 
In bleſt communion of his love; in praiſe _ 
High choral praiſe, itrung to the golden harp 
In uniſon eternal, with the throng, 
Thouſands of thouſands that ſurround the throne, 
And feel his praiſe, their glory, and their bliſs ! 

There too his works conſtant th' adoring ſoul 
Shall pleas'd inveſtigate; and conſtant find 
Freſh well-ſpring of delight; there conſtant ſhare 
The lov'd ſociety and converſe high 
Of all the good, the wiſe, the truly great 
Of every age and clime ; with ſaints and ſeers 
Divine communication holding, rapt 
Perpetually in new and deep diſplays 


Of wiſdom boundleſs, and of perfect love. 


Then too, oh joy! amidſt this blaze of good, 
This conſummation rich of higheſt bliſs ; 
Then ſhall we meet,—meet never more to part, 
Dear, dear departed friends! and then enjoy, 
Eternal amity. My parents then, 
My youth's companions * From my moiſten'd 
cCheeks ESP 
Dry the unworthy tear! Where art thou, Death? 
Is this a cauſe for mourning ?—What a ſtate 
Of happineſs exalted lies before me! 
my bar'd boſom ! Strike: I court the blow: 
I long, I pant for everlaſting day, 


See Thoughts on the Epiphany, ver, 331, &c. 
| M OE For 


1 
For glory, immortality and God! 
But, ah ! why droops my ſoul? why oer me thuy 


Comes a chill cloud ? Such triumph well beſuity 


The faithful chriſtian; thee had ſuitcd well, 
If haply perſevering in the courſe, 


As firſt thy race exultingly began, 


But thou art fallen, fallen! Oh my heart, 


What dire compunttion!—ſunk in foul offence 


A priſoner, and condemn'd : an outcaſt vile; 

Bye-word and ſcorn of an indignant world, 

Who reprobate with horror thy ill deeds ; 

Turn from thee loath'd, and to damnation juſt 

Aſſign, unpitying, thy devoted head, 

Loaded with every infamy! 

Dread God 

Of Juſtice and of Mercy ! wilt thou too, 

In feartul indignation on my foul, | 

My anguiſh'd ſoul, the door of pity cloſe, 

And ſhut me from thee ever? — Lo! in duſt, 

Humiliant, proſtrate, weeping *fore thy throne» 

Betore thy croſs, oh dying Friend of man, 

Friend of repentant finners, I confeſs, | 
nd mourn my deep tranſgreſſions ; as the ſand 

Innumerous, as the glowing crimſon red: 

With every aggravation, every guilt 

Accumulate and burden'd ! Againſt light, 

Gainſt love and cleareſt knowledge perpetrate ! 

Stamp'd with ingratitude's moſt odious ſtain ; 

Ingratitude to- thee ; whoſe favouring love 

Had bleſs'd me, had diſtinguiſh'd me with grace, 

With goodneſs far beyond my wiſh or worth ! 

Ingratitude to man ; whoſe partial ear 

Attended to my doctrine with delight; 

And from my zeal conſpicuous juſtly claim'd 

Conſpicuous 
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By the red drops that 4 the garden guſh'd ; 
; 2 
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Conſpicuovs example! — Lord, I fink 
O'erwhelm'd with ſelf-conviction, with diſmay, 
With anguiſh and confuſion paſt compare ! 

And could I weep whole ſeas of briny tears 

In painful penitence ; could I deplore 

From my heart's aching fountain, drop by drop, 
My crimes and follies ; my deep grief and ſhame, 
For vile diſhanowr on thy galpel brought; 

For vile diſcredit to my order done; 

For deep offence agaiuſt my country's laws 

For deep offence to pity and to man,— 

A patriarchal age would be too ſhort _ 

To ſpeak my ſorrows and lament my fins; 

Chief, as I am, of finners! Guiltier far 

Than he who, falling, at the cock's ſhrill call 
Roſe, and repented weeping : guiltier far 

I dare not ſay, than js op for my heart 

Hath ever lov'd, - could never have betray'd, 

Oh never, never Thee, dear Lord! to death; 
Tho' cruelly, unkindly and unwiſe 

That heart hath ſacrific'd its truth and peace, 
For what a ſhameful, what a paltry price! 
To fin, deteſted tin; and done thee wrong, 

Oh bleſſed ſource of all its good, its wy, 
For, tho' thus ſunk, thus linful, ſorrowing thus, 
It dare not, cannot Judas' crime commit, 
Laſt crime, — aud of thy mercy, Lord, deſpair! 
But, conſcious of its guilt ; contrite and plung'd 
In loweſt ſelf- abjection, in the depths | 
Of ſad compunction, of repentance due 

And undiſſembled, to thy croſs it cleayes, 

And cries tor—ardent cries for mercy, Lord! 
Mercy, its ouly reſuge! Mercy, Chriſt! 


Midſt 
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Midſt thy ſoul's anguiſh from thee ! By the drops 
That down thy precious temples from the crowa' 
Of agony diſtill'd! By thoſe that flow'd 
From thy pierc'd hands and bleſſed feet ſo free; 
By all thy blood, thy ſufferings, and thy death, 
Mercy, oh Mercy, Jeſus! Mercy Thou, 
Who erſt on David, with a clement eye, 
When mourning at thy footſtool, deign'dſt tol 
Thou, who th* adulterous Magdalen forgav'ſt, 
When in the winning garb of penitence 
Contrite ſhe knelt, and with her flowing tears 


Waſh'd lowly thy lov'd feet! Nor thou the thief, 


Ev'n the laſt, the bittereſt hour of pain, 
Refuſedſt, gracious! Nor wilt thou refuſe 

My humble ſupplication, nor reject 

My broken bleeding heart, thus offer'd up 

On true contrition's altar ; while thro? Thee, 
Only thro* Thee acceptance do I hope, 

Thou bleeding love! conſummate Advocate, 
Prevailing Interceſſor, great High Prieſt, 
Almighty Sufferer ! Oh look pitying down! 

On thy ſufficient merits I depend ; 

From thy unbounded mercies I implore 

The look of pardon and the voice of grace, 
Grace, Grace ! Victorious Conqueror over fin 
O'er death, o'er Hell, for me, for all mankind; 
For grace I plead: repentant at thy feet 

I throw myſelf, unworthy, loſt, undone ; 
Truſting my foul, and all its dear concerns, 
With filial reſignation to thy will: . 
Grace, —ſtill on grace my whole reliance built: 
Glory to grace triumphant - And to thee, 
Diſpenſer bounteous of that ſovereign grace ! 
Jeſus, thou King of glory! at thy call 55 
| I come 
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T come obedient : lo, the future world | 

Aer its views tranſporting ! Lord, I come; 

And in that world eternal truſt to *pplaud, 

With all redemption's ſons, thy glorious grace ! 
Then el oh, my friends! light o'er my grave 

The green ſod lay, and dew it with the tear 

Of memory afteftionate! and you 

— The curtain dropt deciſive, oh my foes, 

Your rancour drop; and, candid, as I am 

Speak of me, hapleſs! Then you'll ſpeak of one 

Whoſe boſom heat at pity's gentleſt touch 

From earlieſt in fancy: heb boyiſh mind 

In acts humane and tender ever joy'd ; ä 

And who, — that temper by his inmoſt ſenſe 

Approv'd and cultivate with conſtant care, 

Melred thro? life at Sorrow's plaintive tale, 

And urg*d, compaſſionate with pleaſure ran 


To faothe the ſuttercr and relicve the woe! 


Of one, who, though to humble fortune bred, 
With ſplendid generofity's bright form 

Too ardently enamour'd, turn'd his fight, 
Deluded, from frugality's juſt care, 

And parſimony needful! One who ſcorn®d 


Mean love of gold, yet to that power, —his ſcorn 


Retorting vengeful, —a mark'd victim fell! 
Of one, who, unſuſpetting, and ill-form'd 


For the world's ſubtleties, bis bare breaſt hore 


Enguarded, open; and ingenuous, thought 

All men ingenuous, frank and open too! 

Of one, who, warm with human paſſions, ſoft 

Jo tendereſt impreſſions, frequent ruſh'd 

Precipitate into the; tangling maze 

Of error.; —inſt int to each fault alive 

Who, in his little journey through the world 
M 3 Miſled, 
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Miſled, deluded oft, miſtook his way; 

Met with bad roads and robbers, for his ſtepy 
Inſidious lurking : and by cunning craft 

Of fellow-travellers ſometimes deceiv'd, 
Severely felt of eruelty and ſcorn, 

Of envy, malice, and of ill report *, 

The heavy hand oppreſſive ! One who brought 
From ignorance, from indiſcretion blind, — 
Ills numerous on his head; but never aim'd, 
Nor wiſh'd an ill or injury to man ! | 
Injur'd, with chearful readineſs forgave ; 


* The following is a ſtriking inſtance, and an alarming 
proof, that calumny and ſlander will one day grievouſly 
afflict the conſcious mind. A clergyman, with whom I had 
lived in much friendſhip, always ready to ſhew him evety 
proof of civility, and for whom I had much eſteem ; after 
an abſence of a twelve-month and more, ſerit me a line, that 
he was then in a dangerous ſtate, apprehenſive of a ſpeedy 
death. I flew to my friend with all zeal and ſpeed; and 
found him, as it ſeemed, in a very dangerous way, Almoſt 
as ſoon as he ſaw me he burft into tears, and claſping my 
hands vehemently, ſaid, „Oh, my dear Doctor, I could 
« not die in peace without ſeeing you, and earneſtly im- 
« ploring your pardon. For amidſt all the ſeeming friend- 
« ſhip I ſhewed, I have been your bitter enemy. I have 
« done all I could on every occaſion to traduce and leſſen 
% you: Envy, baſe envy alone, being my motive; for 1 
*« could not bear the brilliancy of your reputation, and the 
« ſplendor of your abilities, Can you forgive me?“ 

I was ſhocked ; but with great truth told him to be * 
fectly at peace; that he had my moſt ſincere forgiveneſs,— 
I did all I could to foothe his mind, He recovered ; and 
ſurely muſt ever be my friend ! Would to God what he then 
ſuffered may be a warning to him, and to all, how they in- 
dulge ſuch diabolical paſſions; which, as being moſt oppo- 
ſite to the God who is love, cannot but ſooner or later woe- 


fully diſtract the heart! 


Nor 
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Nor for a moment in his happy heart 
Harbour'd of malice or revenge a thought: 
Still glad and bleſt ro avenge his foes deſpite 
By deeds of love benevolent !—Of one— 
Oh painful contradiction, who in God, 
In duty, plac'd the ſummit of his joy; 
Vet left that God, that bliſsful duty left, 
Prepofterous, vile deferter ! and receiv'd 
A juſt return—* Deſertion from his God, 
„And conſcquential plunge into the depth 
* Of all his preſent—of all human woe!“ 

Then hear his ſufferings ! Hear(if found too faint 
His feeble ſong to win attention) hear 
And heed his bing counſel! Cautious, ſhun _ 
The rocks on which he ſplit. Cleave cloſe to God, 
Your Father, ſure Protector, and Defence: 
Forſake not his lov'd ſervice ; and your cauſe 
Be ſure he'll ne*er forſake. Initiate once 
Happy and proſperous, in religion's courſe 

h perſevere unfainting ! Nor to vice 
Or tempting folly ſlighteſt parley give : 
Their black tents never enter: On the watch 
Continue unremitting, nor e'er ſlack | 
The neceflary guard. Trivial neglects, 
Smalleſt beginnings *, to the wakeful foe 
Open the door of danger ;—and down ſinks, 
Thro' the minuteſt leak once ſprung, the ſhip 
In gayeſt and moſt gallant tackle trim. ; 
By 1mall neglects he fell“ 


4 


* Primcipiis obſta: ſero medicina paratur, 
Cum mala per longas convaluere moras, 
Sed propera; nec te venturas differ in horas, 
Qul non eſt hodie, cras minus aptus erit, 
. Ov. R. A. lib. 1.1 gr, 
Oh 
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Oh could ye riſe, 

Bleſt miniſters of peace, by his ſad fall: 
Gather increaſe of caution and of zeal; 
And, ſeeing on what ſlippery edge ye ſtand, 
Of foul and fatal lapſe take the more heed; 
With deeper thankfulneſs he'd bow the knee, 
While thus his fate productive proy'd of good 
To you, of truth bleſt heralds! whom he views 
With heart-felt anguifh fcandaliz'd, impugn'd 
By his atrocious follies : But for that 
Not honour'd leſs, or honourable, if rous'd, 
Ev'n by his errors, wiſely you maintain 
Your high profeſſion's dignity, and look 
With fingle eye intent on the great work 
Thrice holy, of your.calling ; happieſt work 
Of mortals here, * Salvation of mens ſouls,” 

Oh envied paſtor, who thus occupied 
Looks down on low preferment's diſtant views 
Contemptible ; nor e'er his plotting mind 
To little, mean ſervilities entlaves ; 
Forgetting duty's exerciſe ſublime, 
And his attachments heavenly,! Who nor joins 
In frivolous converſe on the riſe of this, 
Nor proſpects flattering of that worldly clerk ; 
Strange inconliſteacy ! .marching aloft 
With ſtep ſuperior and ambition's paw 
To dignity's wiſh'd ſummit Nor allows 
Envious, or ſpreads malicious the low tales 


Diminiſhing of brethren, who by zeal, 


Or eminence of merit in the cauſe, 


The common cauſe of Chriſt diſtinguiſh'd ſhine : 


Of futile politics and party rage 
Who, heedle(s, ever for the powers that be 
In meck ſincerity implores; and lives 

: Only 


; 


| 


—— 
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Only to ſpread around the good, the peace, 
The truth, the happineſs, his open heart 
Innocuous poſſeſſes, as the gift 
Of him, the God of peace he ſerves and loves! 
Much envied paſtor! Ah, ye men of God, 
Who crowd the levee, theatre, or court; 
Foremoſt in each amuſement's idle walk ; 
Of vice and vanity the ſportive ſcorn, 
The vaunted pillars ;—ah, that ye were all 
Such happy, envied paſtors ! how mankind 
With eyes of reverence would devoutly look, | 
How would yourſelves with eyes of pleaſure look 
On characters ſo uniform! while now, 
What view is found leſs pleaſing to the ſight! 
Nor wonderful, my aged friends! For none 

Can inward look complacent where a void 
Preſents its deſolations drear and dark. 
Hence *tis you turn (incapable to bear 
Reflection's juſt reſentment) your lull'd minds 
To infantine amuſemements, and employ | 
The hours, —ſhort hours, indulgent Hessen 
For purpoſes moſt ſolemn, —in the toil 
Of buſy trifling ; of diverſions poor, 
Which irritate as often as amuſe : 
Paſſions moſt low and ſordid ! With due ſhame, 
With forrow I regret—Oh pardon me 
This mighty wrong !—that frequent by your ſide 
Silent I've ſat, and with a pitying eye . 
Your follies mark'd, and Any ha Þy 4 left, 
Tho? tenderly lamenting! Vet, at laſt, 
Ef haply not too late my friendly call 
Strike on dead ears, oh profit by that call ! 
And, to the grave approaching, its alarms 
Weigh with me all-confiderate! Brief tie 

| — 55 | Advances 
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Ad vances quick in tread ; few hours and dark 


Remin : theſe hours in frivolous employ 
Waſte not impertinent; they nc'cr return! 
Nor deem it dulneſs to fland ſtill and pauſe 
When dread eternity hath claims ſo high. 
Oh be thoſe claims fulfill'd! 
Nor, my young friends, 

Whom life's gay ſuaſhine warms with laughing joy, 
Pafs you thoſe claims unheeding In the bud 
Of earlieſt roſe oft have I ſorrowing ſeen 
The canker-worm lurk blighting ; oft, ere noon, 

he tulip have beheld drop its proud head 

n eminent beauty open'd to the morn ! 
In youth, in beauty, in lite's outward charms 
Boaſt uot ſelf- flattering; virtue has a grace, 
Religion has a power, which will preſerve 
Immortal your true excellence! O give 
Early and happy your young hearts to God, 
And God will ſmile in countleſs bleſſings on you! 
Nor, captivate by taſhion's idle glare, 
And the world's ſhews deluſive, dance the maze, 
The ſame dull round, fatiguing and fatigu'd, 
Till, diſcontented, down in folly's ſeat 
And diſappointment's, worthlels, toil'd, you fink, 
Deſpiſing and deſpis'd ! Your gentle hearts 
To kind impreſſions yet ſuſceptible, 
Will amiably hear a friend's advice; 


Andi if, perchance, amidſt the giddy whirl 


Of circling folly, his unheeded tongue 

Hath whiſper'd vanity, or not announc'd 
Truth's ſalutary dictates to your ears, 

Forgive the injury, my friends belov'd ; 

And ſee me now, ſolicitous t' atone | 

That and each fault, each error ; with full eyes 

| Intreating 
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Intreating you, by all your hopes and fears, 
By all your dear anxieties; by all 
You hold in life moit precious, to attend, 
To liſten to his lore to ſeek for bliſs 
In God, in piety ; in hearts devore 
To duty and to Heav'n! and ſeeking thus 
The treaſure is your own. Angels on earth, 
Thus pure and good, ſoon will ye mount, and live 
Eternal angels with your Father—Gad ! | 
Of admonition due, juſt ſelf-contempt, 
And frank expoſtulation's hone ſt charge, 
The needful debt thus paid; haſte thou, my ſong, 
As haſtes wy life, —briet ſhadow, —to its cloſe ! 
Then farewell, oh my friends, moſt valued! 
| bound - 
By conſanguinity's endearing tye, 
Or friendſhip's noble ſervice, manly love, 
And generous obligations! See, in all 
And ſpare the tear of pity—Heaven's high will 
Ordainiug wiſe and — I ſee, Lown 
His diſpenſation, howloever harſh, 
To my hard heart, to my rebellious ſoul 
Needful and falutary ! His dread rod 
Paternal, lo, I kiſs; and to the ſtroke 
Severe, tubmiſſive_ thankfully reſign! 
It weans me from the world; it proves how vain, 
How poor the life of erring man! hath taught, 
Experimentally hath taupht, to look 
With ſcorn, with triumph upon death ;—to wiſh 
The moment come !—Oh were that moment come, 
When, launch'd from all that's ſinful here below, 
Securely I ſhall ſail along the tide 
Of glorious eternity! My friends, 
Belov'd and honour'd, oh that we were en 
n 
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And ſailing happy there, where ſhortly all 
Muſt one day fail ! Oh that in peaceful port 
We all were landed! all together ſate 
In everlaſting amity and love 
With God, our God; our pilot thro? the ſtorms 
Of this life's ſeal— But, why the frivolous wiſh ? 
Set a few ſuns,—a few more days decline, 
And I ſhall meet you. Oh the gladſome hour! 
Meet you in glory, —nor with flowing tears 
Afflicted drop my pen, and ſigh Adieu? 


END OF THE FIFTH WEEK. 


lu a Poftcript to a friend, the Author writes thus: I 
forgot to requeſt my good friend to tell Mr. HAN WAV, that 
in one of my little melancholy Poems, written in this dreary 
place, I have made ſuch mention of him as I think his at- 
tention to the improvement of jails demands :— That I ear- 
neſtly preſs him, as a Chriſtian and a Man, to purſue ttt 
improvement with zeal ;That much, very much 1s to be 
done :—And that while the ſtate of priſons remains as it is, 
the legiſlature has ſome reaſon to charge itſelf with the great- 
er part of the rubberies, &c. committed. For the offenders 
for petty crimes are here hardened in almoft every ſpecies 
of vice, and turned out, necetſary plunderers of the public, 
from the depravity of their unaltered diſpoſition, and the de- 
ficiency of proper employment, I have felt much on this 
ſubject ſince I have been here; and exprefſed ſomething of 
it in the Poem, Week the Third. See page 66, 67, &c, 
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FOUND AMONGST THE . 


AUTHOR'S PAPERS IN PRISON, 


WITH 


HIS LAST PRAYER, 


I. THE ADMONITION. 


AE LICTED priſoner, whoſoe'er thou art, 
To this lone room unhappily confin'd ; 
Be thy firſt buſineſs here to ſearch thy heart, 
And probe the deep corruptions of thy mind! 


Struck with the foul tranſgreſſions thou haſt 

wrought, | 

With fin,—the ſource of all thy worldly woe; 
To ſhame, to ſorrow, to conviction brought, 
Oh, fall before the throne of mercy low ! 


With true Repentance pour thy ſoul in prayer, 
And fervent plead the Saviour's cleanſing blood: 
Faith's ardent cry will.pierce the Father's ear; 


And Chriſt's a plea which cannot be withſtood ! 
N II. SCRIP- 
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II. SCRIPTURE-PENITENTS, 


A FRAGMENT. 


1 in the liſt of penitents we place 
The ſinful parent of our ſinful race; 
Who by temptation foil'd, and man's firſt foe, 
* Brought death into the world, and all our woc!“ 
Tranſgreſſion's debt how deeply does he pay! 
Depriv'd of innocence ; to death a prey; 
From Paradiſe expell'd; to toil aſſign'd.— 
Toil of the fainting frame and ſick'ning mind! 
And doom'd to ſhed for near a thouſand years, 
O'er fall'n deſcendants penitential tears! 
Thus ſeiz'd the triple league“ on mortal man, 
An thus, Kepentance, thy ſad reign began. 


Vet, awful Power! how bleſt beneath thy ſway, I 


Who feel Contrition's dictates and obey | 

Their vicious deviations who deteſt, 

And hold Faith's croſs, all-humbled, to their breaſt! 

From God's lov'd preſencethen they need nat fly t; 

Nor ope in wrath the flood-gates of the ſky: 

For ſince to man perfection was deny'd, 

By thee his deep demerits are ſupply'd: 

And, led by thee a ſuppliant to the throne, 

The God of mercy looks with pity down: 

Smiles on the mourner, and delights to prove 

Haw free his grace, and bow triumphaut love! 
Eternal proof | See, bath'd in floods of tears, 

Where David foremoſt in thy train appears: 


Sin, Sorrow, and Death, + As Cain. Gen, iv. 14, 16. 
How 
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How deep his crime, the prophet pictures well; 
How deep his penitence, thoſe ſorrows tell! 
That, whether to deplore the crime, or bleſs, 
We ſtand ſuſpended ; fince its evil leſs, 
Leſs bright his ſoul's mgenuous grief had ſhone, 
And leſs at once his comfort, and our own ! 
Hear, like a torrent how his ſorrows roll ; 
Convictions rempeſt tearing up his ſoul! 
bu Hear, fad and folemn, to the mournful ſtrings, 
In trembling anguiſh, how he weeps and ings! 
& Mercy, oh mercy, Lord! with humble heart! 
« For thy known pity's ſake, mercy | pray! 
& Boundleſs in tender mereies as Thou art, | 
% Take, Lord! oh take my foul offence away! 


„ Oh, from my loathfome guitt, wafh, cleanſe my 
n, &« ſoul, 
j Remove, dear Father, each defiling ftain : 
1» Þ Guilty, oh, guilty, Lord! F own the whole; 
„I ſee, I feel it; all excuſe is vain. 
* « Againſt Thee, Lord! ev'n Fhee, have I tranſ- 
mn « fgroſs'd; 
F; * 29 Lelkoonv ited, I before Thee fall? 
“ Juſt are thy words; their truth is thus confeſs'd ; 
« Juſt are thy judgments! Sinners are we all. 


« Prone to offend, or ere to birth I came, 
My mother, when conceiving, gave me guilt ; 

Shapen in fin wes my corrupted frame, 
| VWhen in the womb that wonderous frame was 
„ „built. | 
© But Thou, of purer eyes than guilt to view, 

Thou wilt accept the ſoul's fincere defire; 
„ 16. Pardon the paſt, the humbled heart renew, 
Hon And wiſdom by thy ſecret one inſpire. 

2 « Then * 


| CES: 
„Then liſten to my cry; and oh, My God, 
Purge me with hyſſop, and I pure ſhall grow; 
« Waſh me, foul leper, in the myſtic blood, 
„ And whiter I ſhall be than whiteſt ſnow. 


Again thy voice of gladneſs let me hear, 
„Thy voice of pardoning love, for it is ſweet : 
«© The ſoul dejefted ſo ſhalt thou uprear,— 

„The worm which, cruſh'd, lies trembling at 
«thy feet. 
Hide from my ſins, the objects of thy hate, — 
„Oh, hide thy face, and blot them from thy 
«© view: 5 
10 A clean heart, God of grace, in me create, 
* And a right ſpirit in my ſoul renew! 
« From thy lov'd preſence let me not be driven; 
Let me not loſe thy bleſſed ſpirit's aid ; 
„Again the joy of thy ſalvation giv'n, 
© Uphold, ſupport, ſuſtain my heart diſmay'd, 
Then, of thy pardoning mercy ſatisfy'd, : 
« Thy pardeming mercy loud will I proclaim : 
„ So ſhall tranſgreſſors, taught by me, confide 
« In thy compaſſions; turn, and bleſs thy name. 
« Ah! my ſoul ſhudders!--From the guilt o 
„ blood, f 
* Oh, from blood-guiltineſs deliver me! 
„ Oh God, deliver - my ſalvation's God, 
And praiſe unceafing will I pay to thee. 
$ Permit my lips, now clos'd by guilt and ſhame, 
© Thy pardoning love, Jehovah, to expreſs; ' 
„Then to thy liſt'ning world I'll tell thy name, 
Proclaim thy praiſe, and ſing thy righteouſneſs, 
. g „ For 
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« For crimes like mine no offe rings can atone ; 
«© The gift of outward ſacrifice is vain : 
« Could theſe avail, before thy righteous throne; 
„% Whole hecatombs I gladly would have lain. 
« The contrite ſpirit and the ſighs ſincere, 
„Which from the broken, bleeding heart ariſe, 
« To thee more plealing ſacrifices are: 


Are gifts, my. God, which thou wilt not defpiſe, 


* Hear then, and ſave! and to my people, Lord, 
Thy ſaving mercy graciouſly extend! | 
„Oh let our Zion live in thy regard; 
„The walls of our Jeruſalem-defend ! 


« So ſhall the righteous to thy temple go, 
&« Andjoyful bring their offering and their praiſe; 
„ So ſhall the blood of lambs in plent flow, 
And incenſe on thy altar copious blaze“. 


With joy, with grief, the penitent 1 ſee, 
Offending Heav'n, yet Heav'n-abſolv'd for me! 
Oh while, like his, I feel my guilt and ſhame, 

Be my repentance and my grief the ſame! 
Then ſhall the truth which cheer'd his heart be mine; 
Thy God has pardon'd thee, and life is thine. 

But bark, my ſoul, what melancholy ſound 
Re- echoes from the dungeon's dark profound! 
Hear, ſympathetic hear: A King complains, 
Fall'n from his throne, a priſoner, and in chains! 


God of the world, at length thy rule I own, 
% And proſtrate fall before thy boundleſs throne : 
Thy power reſiſtleſs, trembling I confeſs : 
In chreat'nings awful, but in love no leſs! 


see Pſalm 51, and Chriſtian's Magazine, Vol. III. p. 134. 
N 3 « O what 
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O what a bleſſing has that love affiga'd, 
« By penitence to heal the wounded mind! 
«6 * penitence to ſinners, who like me, N 
More than th'unnumbei d ſands that ſhore the ſea, 
My crimes acknowledge; which, of crimſon dye, 
„In all their ſcarlet horrors meet my eye! 

* Oh eye, unworthy of the light of Heav'n: 
© Oh fins too mountainous to be forgiv'n: 
© Oh rebel to the law and love divine, 
* How juſtly God's ſeyereſt vengeance thine ! 
„ But oh, I bend my heart's obedient knee, ) 
In ſuplication, Lord, for grace from Thee! 
* Yes, I have finn'd, and I confeſs the whole 
« Forgive me then, nor caſt away my ſoul! 
gave me fromevil,—from thine anger ſave, 
«© And ſnatch me from the dark, untimel grave! 

Friend of the contrite, Thou wilt pardon give: 
* A monument of mercy I ball live! | 
« And worthleſs as I am, for ever prove, 


That true repentance leads to ſaving love! 


«© That true repentance tunes to praiſe the heart, 
* And iu the rr of Heaven ſhall bear an ample 
66 part * 19 

Thus, by affliction's deep correction taught, 
Manafleh' to the Lord for mercy ſought : | 
By the kind chaſtening of a Father's rod, 
Brought to the knowledge of himſelf and God! 
Happy affliction, for ſuch knowledge giv'n; 
And bleſt the dungeon which led thus to Heav*n ! 


* See Prayer of Manaſſeh, in the Apocrypha, next ta 
the Firſt book of Maccabees ; and compare 2 Chron. xxxiil, 
21, &c. 42 FAA 
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II. REFLECTIONS. 


(UNFINISHED.) 


ERE, ſecluſe from worldly pleaſure, 
In this doleful place confin'd, | 
Come, and let's improve the leiſure: _ ? 
Meditate my thoughtful mind! 


Soul alike and body ſharing, 
How have I the one forgot! 
While for t' other only caring, 
Lo! my miſerable lot! 
Yet the one I ſo much cheriſh, 
Doom'd to death when giv'n to life, 
Soon, perhaps, muſt fmk and periſh, 
Duſt to duſt—muſt end the ſtrife ? 
From a tedious tour returning, 
Into diſtant foreign land, 
How my anxious heart is burning 
News of home to underſtand 
„ + „ „ „ „ + „„ „ „ „ * 


70 MY FRIENDS, 


ESPECIALLY OF THE 


CHARITABLE SOCIETIES, _ 
ON THEIR SOLICITUDE. 


Y H, my loy*d friends! why all this care for one 


A. To life ſo loſt, fo totally undone, 
Whoſe-meat and drink are only bitter tears, 
Nights paſs'd in ſorrow, mornings wak'd to cons 4 
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Whoſe deep offence fits heavy on his ſoul, 
And thoughts ſelf-torturing in deep tumult roll! 
Could you, by all your labours fo humane, 
From this dread pꝓriſon his deliverance gain; 
Could you, by kind exertions of your love, 
To generous pardon royal mercy move, 
Where ſhouldhefly where hide his wretched head, 
With ſhame ſo cover'd; ſo to honour dead? 
Spare then the taſk, and, as he longs to die, 
Set free the captive, —let his ſpirit fly, 
Enlarg*d and happy to his native ſky ! 


Not doubting mercy-from'his grace to' find, 
Who bled upon the croſs for all mankind, 


But if it muſt not be. ;—if Heaven's bigh will 


Ordains him yet a duty to fulfil ; 


* 


Oh _ each breath, While God that breath ſhall 
re, | 
Be — is 2 be Heaven's in prayer! 
Deep as his ſin, and low as his offence, 
High be his riſe thro? humbleſt penitence! 
chile, life or death, mankind at leaſt ſhall learn 
From his fad' ſtory, and your kind'concern, 
That works of mercy, and a zeal to prove 
By ſympathetic ald ihe heart of love, 
On earth itſelf a ſurę reward obtain; 


Nor e'er fall pity's indly drops in vain! 


T live a proof! and dying, round my urn 
Affliction's family will crowd and mourn : 
« Here reſts our friend,“ if weeping o'er my grave, 
They cry—tis-all the epitaph I crave. 


THE h 


CONVICT'S ADDRESS 


TO HIS 


UNHAPPY BRETHREN: 


DELIVERED IN THE CHAPEL OF NEWGATE, ON 
Falpax, JUNE 6, 1777, | 


By WILLIAM DODD, LL. D. 


I actnowledge my Faults: and my Sin is ever before me. 
Ps ALM li. 3. 


TO THE 


REVEREND MR. VILLETTE, 
ORDINARY OF NEWGATE, 


RrVEREND Six, 


THE following Addreſs owes its preſent public 
appearance to you. I read it to you after it was 
compoſed, and you thought it* proper to be deli- 
vered, as was intended. You heard it delivered, 
and are pleaſed to think that its publication will be 
uſeful.— To a poor ahject worm, like myſelf, this 
is a ſufficient inducement to that publication; and 
J heartily pray God, that in your hands it may 
frequently and effectually aUminiſter to the inſtruc- 
tion and comfort of the miſerable. 


I am, dear Six, 
Wich my ſincereſt thanks for your humane 


and friendly attention, 


Your truly ſorrowful 
and much afflicted Brother in Chriſt, 


WILLIAM DOD D. 


Faivay, Jux 6 
1777. 


AN ADDRESS, Ge. 


My dear end unhappy Felloto-Priſoners, 


ONSIDERING my peculiar circumſtances 

and fituation, I cannot think myſelf juſtiſed, 
if I do nat deliver to you, in ſincere Chriſtian 
love, ſome of my ſerious thoughts on our preſent 
awful ſtate. 

In the ſixteenth chapter of the Acts of the Apoſ- 
tles, you read a memorable ſtory reſpecting Paul 
and Silas, who, for preaching the ai Wet 
caſt by magiſtrates into priſon, ver. 23 and, as 
ter having received many ſtripes, were committed 
ro tbe jailor, with a ſtrict charge to keep them 
ſafely. Accordingly he thruſt them into the in 
' priſon, and made their feet faſt in the ſtocks, 
midnight Paul and Silas, ſupported by the tel 
mony of a good canſfience, prayed, and — 
praiſes to God, and the priſoners heard them; and 
ſuddenly there was a great earthquake, ſo that the 
foundations of the priſon were ſhaken ; and imme- 
diately all the doors were opened, and every oneis 
chains were looſed. The keeper of the priſon 
awaking out of kis ſleep, and ſeeing the priſon 
doors open, in the greateſt diſtreſs, as might well 
be imagined, drew his ſword, and would have kil- 
led himſelf, ſuppoſing that the priſoners had been 
fed, —But Paul cricd with a loud voice, Do thyſelf 


. 
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no harm, for we are all here. The keeper calling 
for a light, and finding his priſoners thus freed 
from their bonds by the imperceptible agency. of 
divine power, was irreſiſtibly convinced that theſe 
men were not offenders agaiuſt the law, but mar- 
tyrs to the truth : he ſprang in therefore, and came 
trembling, and fell down before Paul and Silas, 
and brought them out, and faid, ** Sirs, What 
* mult I do to be ſaved?” 

«© What muſt I do to be ſaved ?”” is the import- 
ant queſtion, which is becomes every human being 
to ſtudy, from the firſt hour of reaſon to the laſt : 
but which we, my fellow-priſoners, ought to con- 
fider with particular diligence and intenſeneſs of 
meditation, Had it not been forgotten or neglect- 
ed by us, we had never appeared in this place, A 
little time for recollection and amendment is yet al- 
lowed us by the mercy ot the law, Of this little 
time let no particle be loſt. Let us fill our remain- 
Ing life with all the duties which our preſent con- 
dition allows us to practiſe, Let us make one earn- 
eſt effort for ſalvation !—And oh! heavenly Fa- 
ther, who defireſt not the death of a ſinner, grant 
"that this effort may not be in vain, 
© To teach others what they muſt do to be ſaved, 
has long been my employment and profeſſion. You 
ſee with what confuſion and diſhonour I now ſtand 
before you— no more in the pulpit of inſtruction, 
but on this humble ſeat with yourſelves, —You are 

not to conſider me now as a man authoriſed to form 
the manners, or direct the conſcience, and ſpeak- 
ing with the authority of a paſtor to his flock. -I 
am here guilty, like yourſelves, of a capital of- 
fence ; and ſentenced, like yourſelves, to _— 
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and ſhameful death. My profeſſion, which has given 
me ſtronger convictions of my duty than molt of 
you can be ſuppoſed to have attained, and has ex- 
tended my vicws to the conſequences of wickedneſs 
farther than your obſervation is likely to have 
r-ached, has loaded my fin with peculiar aggrava- 
tions; and I entreat you to join your prayers with 
mine, that my ſorrow may be proportionate to my 

uilt! 

. I am now, like you, inquiring what I muſt do 
to be ſaved! and ſtand here to communicate to you 
what that inquiry ſuggeſts. Hear me with attention, 
my ſellow-priſoners; and in your melancholy 
hours of retirement, conſider well what I offer to 
you from the ſincerity of my good-will, and from 
the deepeſt conviction of a penitent heart. 

Salvation is promiſed to us Chriſtizns, on the 
terms of Faith, Obedience, and Repentance, L 
ſhall therefore endeavour to ſhew how, in the ſhort 
interval between this moment and death, we may 
exert faith, perform obedience, and exerciſe repen- 
tance, in a manner which our heavenly Father may, 
in his infinite mercy, vouchſaſe to accept. | 

I. Faith is the foundation of all Chriſtian virtue. 
It is that, without which it is impoſſible to pleaſe 
God. I ſhall therefore conſider, firſt, How faith 
is to be particularly exerted by us in our preſent 
ſtate, 

Faith is a full and undoubting confidence in the 
declarations made by God in rhe holy Scriptures ; 
a fincere reception of the doctrines taught by our 
bled Saviour; with a firm aſſurance that he died 
to take away the fins of the world, and that we 

O have, 
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have, each of us, a part in the boundleſs benefits 
of the univerſal Sacrifice, 

To this faith we muſt have recourſe at all times, 

but particularly if we find ourſelves tempted to de- 
ſpair. If thoughts ariſe in our minds, which ſug- 
geſt that we have ſinned beyond the hope of par- 
don, and that therefore it is vain to ſeck for re- 
conciliation by repentance, we muſt remember how 
God willeth that every man ſhould be ſaved, and 
that thoſe who obey his call, however late, ſhall 
not be rejected.— If we are tempted to think that 
the injuries we have done are unrepaired, and 
therefore repentance is vain, let us remember that 
the reparation which is impoſſible is not required ; 
that ſincerely to will, is to do, in the ſight of him 
to whom all hcarts are open; and that what 1s de- 
ficient in our endeavours, is ſupplicd by the merits 
of Him who died to redeem us. 

Yet let us likewiſe be careful, leſt an erroneous 
opinion of the all-ſufficiency of our Saviour's 
merits lull us into careleſſneſs and ſecurity. His 
Merits are indeed all-ſuffcient! Bur he has pre- 
ſeribed the terms on which they are to operate. 
He died to ſave ſinners, but to ſave only thoſe ſin- 
ners that repent. Peter, who denied him was for- 
given ; but-he obtained his p2rdon by weeping bit- 
terly, They who live in perpetual regularity of 
duty, and are free from any groſs or viſible tranſ- 
greſſion, are yet but unprofitable ſervants ;!>W hat 
then are we whoſe crimes are haſtening us to the 
grave bcfore our time? Let us work with fear 
and trembling, but ſtill let us endeavour to work 
out our ſalvation. Let us hope without preſump- 
tion; let us fear without deſperation; and let 

our 
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our faith animate us to that which we were to con- 
ſider, a 
Secondly, “ Sincere Obedience to the laws of 
« God.” Our obedience, for the ſhort time yet 
remaining is reſtrained to a narrow circle. Thoſe 
duties, which are called ſocial and relative, are for 
the moſt part out of our power. We can contri- 
bute very little to the general happineſs of man- 
kind, while on thoſe, whom kindred and friend- 
ſhip have allied to us, we have brought diſgrace 


and ſorrow. We can only benefit the public by an 


example of contrition, and fortify our friends 
againſt temptation by warning and admonition, 
The obedience left us now to practiſe is“ ſub- 
% miſſion to the will of God, and calm acquieſ- 
cence in his wiſdom and his juſtice.” We muſt 
not allow ourſelvesto repineat thoſe miſeries which 
have followed our offences, but ſuffer, with filent 
humility and reſigned patience, the puniſhment 
which we deſerve; remembering that, according 


to the apoſtle's deciſion, no praiſe is due to them 


way bear with patience to be buffetted for theig 
ault, | Va 
When we conſider the wickedneſs of our paſt lives, 

and the danger of having been ſummoned to the 
final judgment without preparation, we ſhall, L 
hope, gradually riſe ſo much above the groſs con- 
ceptions of human nature as to return thanks to 
God for what once ſeemed the moſt dreadful of all 
evils—our detection and conviction!—We ſhrink 
back, by immediate and inſtinctive terror from the 
public eye, turned as it is upon us with indignation 
and contempt. Impriſonment is affliftive, and ig- 
nominious death is fearful! But let us compare 

O2 our 
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our condition with that which our actions might 
reaſonably ba ve incurred. The robber might have 
died in the act of violence, by lawful refiſtance ; 
the man of fraud might have ſunk into the grave 
while he was enjoying the gain of his artifice,— 
and where then had been our hope ? We have now 
leiſure for thought; we have opportunities of in- 
ſtruction ; and whatever we ſutler from offended 
laws, may yet reconcile ourſelves to God, who, 
if we ſincerely ſeek him, witl aſſuredly be found. 

But how are we to ſeck the Lord? By the way 
which he himſelf hath appointed; by humble, fer- 
vent and frequent prayer. Some hours of worſhip 
are Sas day us; let us duly obſerve them. Some 
aſſiſtance to our devotion is ſupplied ; let us thank- 


fully accept it. But let us not reſt in formality and 


8 : let us call upon God night and day, 
Then, in the review of the times which we have 
paſt, any offence ariſes to our thoughts, let us 
humbly implore forgiveneſs; and for thoſe faults - 
(and many they are and muſt be) which we can- 
Mot recollect, let us ſolicit mercy in general peti- 


Ko 1 tions. But it muſt be our conilant care that we 


pray not merely with our lips, ; but that when we 
lament our fins, we are humbled in felt-abhor- 
rence “*; and that, when we call for mercy, we 
raiſe our thoughts to hope and truit in the good- 
neſs of God, and the merits of cur blefled Saviour 
Jeſus Chriſt, 

The reception of the holy Sacrament, to which 
we ſhall be called, in the moſt ſolemn manner, per- 
haps a few hours before we die, is the higheſt act 


See Job, chap. xlii. ver 6, 
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of Chriſtian worſhip. At that awfnl moment it 
will become us to drop for ever all worldly thou ghts, 
to fix our hopes ſolely upon Chriſt, whoſe death 
is repreſented, and to conſider ourſelves as no lon- 
ger connected with mortality.—And, poſſibly, it 
may pleaſe God to afford us ſome conſolation, 
ſome ſecret intimations of acceptance and forgive- 
neſs. But theſe radiations of favour are not al- 
ways felt by the ſincereſt penitents. To the great- 
er part of thoſe whom angels ſtand ready to re- 
ceive, nothing is granted in this world beyond ra- 
tional hope ;—and with hope, founded on pro- 
miſe, we may well be ſatis fie d. | 

But ſuch promiſes of ſalvation are made only 
to the penitent, It is requiſite then that we con- 
ſider, 

Thirdly, “ How repentance is to be exereiſed.“ 
Repentance, in the general ſtate of Chriſtian life, 
is ſuch a ſorrow for fin as produces a change of 
manners, and an amendment of life. It is that 
diſpoſition of mind, by which he who ſtole, ſteals 
no more; by which the wicked man turneth awg 
from his wickedneſs, and doth that which is la 
ful and right. And to the man thus reformed it is 
expreſsly promiled, that he ſhall ſave his ſoul 
alive“. Of this repentance the proofs are viſible, 
and the reatity certain, always to the penitent, 


and commonly to the church with which he com- 


* There cannot be a ſtronger exemplificatian of this idea 
than the conduct of the jailor, who uttered the queſtiou, 
with which we commenced our inquiry—What ſhall I do to 
be ſaved ? What a change of mind and manners was 


wrought in lum by the power of God! Read Acts, chaps 
xvi. 
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municates; becauſe the ſtate of the mind is diſ- 
covered by the outward actions.—Bur of the re- 
pentance whichour condition requires and admits,no 
ſuch evidence can appear; for to us many er imes and 
many virtues are made impoſſible by confinement ; 
and the ſhortneſs of the time which is before us, 
gives little power even to ourſelves, of diſtinguiſli- 
ing the effects of terror from thoſe of conviction; 
of deciding, whether our preſent ſorrow for ſin 
proceeds from abhorrence of guilt, or dread of 
puniſhment ? Whether the violence of our inordi- 
nate paſſions be totally ſubdued by the fear of God, 
or only cruſhed and reſtrained by the temporary 
force of preſent calamity ? 

Our repentance is like that of other finners on 
the death-bed ; but with this advantage, that our 
danger is not greater, and our ſtrength is more. 
Our faculties are not impaired by weakneſs of body. 
We come to the great work not withered by pains, 
nor clouded by the fumes of diſcaſe, but with 
minds capable of continued attention, and with 
bodies, of which we need have no care! We may 
therefore better diſcharge this tremendous duty, 
and better judge of our own performance. 

Of the efficacy of a death-bed repentance many 
have diſputed ; but we have no leiſure for contro- 
verſy. Fix in your minds this deciſion, ** Repen- 
$ tance is a change of the heart; of an evil to a 
* good diſpoſition,” When that change is made, 
repentance is complete. God wall conſider that 
life as amended, which would have been amended, 
if he had ſpared it. Repentance in the fight of 
man, even of the penitent, is not known bat by 
Jie fruits; but our Creator ſees the fruit in the 
bloſſom, 
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bloſſom, or the ſeed. He knows thoſe reſolutions 
which are fixed, thoſe converſions which would be 
ermanent; and will receive them who are 2 
tied by holy deſires for works of righteouſneſs, 
without exacting from them thoſe outward duties 
which the ſhortneſs of their lives hindered them 

from performing. 

Nothing therefore remains, but that we apply 
with all our ſpeed, and with all our ſtrength, to 
rectify our deſires and purify our thoughts; that 
we ſet God before us in all his goodneſs and terrors; 
that we conſider him as the Father and the Judge 
of all the earth; as a Father, deſirous to ſave; as 
a Judge, who cannot pardon unrepented . ; 
that we fall down before him ſelf- condemned, and 
excite in our hearts an intenſe deteſtation of thoſe 
crimes which have provoked him ; with vehement 
and ſteady reſolutions, that if life were granted us, 
it ſhould be ſpent hereafter in the practice of our 
duty *; that we pray the Giver of grace to ſtrength- 
cn and impreſs theſe holy thoughts, and to accept 
our repentance, though late, and in its beginnings. 
violent; that we improve every good motion by ' 
diligent prayer; and having declared and confirm- 


ed + our faith by the holy communion,—we deli- 
ver 


See 2 Cor. ch. v. 14, 15. | 
+ 1 would have this exprefion to be particularly attended 
to- While as a dying man, and with all poſſible ſincerity of 
foul, I add, that if I could with to declare my faith, I know 
not of any words in which I could do it ſo well, and ſo per- 
fectly to my ſatisſaction, as in the communion-ſervice of our 
church : and if I would with to confirm that faith, I know 
not of any appointed method fo thoroughly adapted to that 
end 
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ver ourſelves into his hands, in firm hope, that he 
who created and redeemed us will not ſuffer us to 
to periſh, Rom. v. 8. viii. 32. 

The condition, without which forgiveneſs is 
not to be obtaiued, is that we forgive others. 
There is always a danger leſt men, freſh from a 
trial in which life has been loſt, ſnould remember 
with reſentment and malignity the proſecutor, the 
witneſſes, or the judges, It is indeed ſcarce pof- 
ſible, that with all the prejudices of an intereſt ſo 
weighty and ſo affecting, the convict ſhould think 
otherwiſe than that he has been treated, in ſome 
part of the proceſs with unneceſſary ſeverity. In 
this opinion he is perhaps ſingular, and therefore 
probably miſtaken. But there is no time for diſ- 
quiſition: we muſt try to find the ſhorteſt way to 
peace. It is eaſier to forgive than to reaſon 1 
He that has been injuriouſly or unneceflarily har- 
rafſed, has one opportunity more of proving his 
ſincerity, by forgiving the wrong, and praying for 
bis enemy. | 
It is the duty of a penitent to repair, ſo far as 
he has the power, the injury which he has doue. 
What we can do, 1s commonly nothing more than 
to leave the world an example of contrition. On 
the dreadful day, when the ſentence of the law 
has its full force, ſome will be found to have at- 
feed a ſhameleſs bravery, or negligent intrepidi- 


end of participation in that communion itſelf, —See parti- 
cularly in this ſervice, the Exhortation, Confeſſion, prayer 
beginning“ We do not preſume,” &c.,—Confecration—and 
prayer after receiving, O Lord and heavenly Father, &c.— 
Convicts ſhould diligently and repeatedly read over the ſer- 
vics before they communicate. . 
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ty. Such is not the proper behaviour of a con- 
victed criminal. To rejoice in tortures is the pri- 
vilege of a martyr ; to meet death with intepidity 
is the. right only of innocence, it in any human 
being innocence could be found. Of him whoſe 
life is ſhortened by his crimes, the laſt duties are 
humility and ſelt-abaſement. We owe to God 
ſincere repentance z we owe to man the appearance 
of repentance.— We ought not to propagate an 
opinion, that he who lived in wickedneſs can die 
with courage. If the ſerenity or gaity with which 
ſome men have ended a life of guilt were unteign- 
ed, they can be imputed only to ignorance or ſtu- 
pidity, or, what is more horrid, ro voluntary in- 
toxication :—if they were artificial and hypoeriti- 
cal, they are acts ot deception, the uſeleſs and un- 
profitable crimes of pride unmortified, and obſti- 
nacy unſubdued, 

There is yet another crime poſſible, and, as 
there is reaſon to believe, ſometimes committed in 
the laſt moment, on the margin of eternity - Men 
have died with a ſtedfaſt denial of crimes, of which 
it is very difficult to ſuppoſe them innocent. By 
what equivocation or reſerve they may have re- 
conciled their conſciences to falſehood, if their 
conſciences were at all conſulted, it is impoſſible 
to know. But if they thought that, when they 
were to die, they paid their legal forfeit, and 
that the world had no farther demand upon 
them; that therefore they might, by keeping 
their own ſecrets, try to leave behind them a diſpu- 
table reputation ; and that the falſehood was harm- 
leſs, becauſe none were injured, they had very 
little conſidered the nature of ſociety, One of the 
principal parts of national felicity ariſes from a wiſe 

and 
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partial adminiſtration of juſtice, Every man 
repoſes upon the tribunals ot his country the {ta- 
bility of poſſeſſion, and the ſcrenity »f life. He 
thereforc who unjuſtly expoſes the courts of judi- 
c:iture to ſuſpicion, either of partiality or error, 
not only does an injury to thoſe who diſpenſe the 
laws, but diminiſhes the public confidence in the 


laws themſelves, and ſhakes the foundation of pub- 


lic tranquillity, 

For my own part, I confeſs, with deepeſt com- 
punction, the crime which has brought me to this 
place; and admit the juſiice of my lentence, while 
I am ſinking under its ſeverity. And I earncitly 
exhort you, my fellow-priſoners, to acknowledge 
the offences which have been already pioved ; and 
to bequeath to our country that confidence in pub- 
lic juſtice, without which there can be neither 
peace nor ſafety, | 

As few men ſuffer for their firſt offences, and 
moſt convicts are conſcious of more crimes than 
Have been brought within judicial cognizance, it is 
neceſſary to inquire how far confeſſion ought to be 
extended. Peace of mind, or deſire of inſtruc- 
tion, may ſometimes demand, that to the miniſter, 
whoſe counſel is requeſted, a long courſe of evil 
life ſhould be diſcovered ; but of this every man 
muſt determine for himſelf, To the public, every 
man, before he departs from life, is obliged to 
confeſs thoſe acts which have brought, or may 
bring, unjuſt ſuſpicion upon others; and to con— 
vey ſuch information as may enable thoſe was 
have ſuffered loſſes to obtain reſtitution, 

Whatcver good remains in our power we muſt 
diligently perform, We muſt prevent, to the ut- 
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moſt of our power, all the evil conſequences of 
our crimes: we mult forgive all who have injured 
us: we muſt, by fervency of prayer and conſtancy 
in meditation, endearour to repreſs all worldly pal- 
fions, and generate in our minds that love of good- 
neſs and haired of fin, which may fit us for the ſo- 
ciety of hcavenly minds. And, finally, we muſt 
commend and entruſt our fouls to Him who died 
for the fins of men; with carnefſt wiſhes and hum- 
ble hopes, that he will admit us with the labourers 
who entcred the vineyard at the laſt hour, and aſ- 
ſociate us with the thief whom he pardoned on the 
croſs ! 

To this great end you will not refuſe to unite 
with me, on bended knees, and with humbled 
hearts, in fervent prayer to the throne of grace! 
May the Father of mercy hear our ſupplications, 
and have compaſſion upon us,! 

„O almighty Lord God, the righteous Judge 
of all the carth, who in thy providential juſtice 
doſt frequently inflict ſevere vengeance upon ſin— 
ners in this life, that thou mayeſt by their ſad ex- 
amples effectually deter others from committing the 
like heinous oftences ; and that they themſclves, 
truly repenting of their ſaults, may efcape the 
condemnation of hell,—look down in mercy upon 
us, thy ſorrowſul ſervants, whom thou haſt ſuffer- 
ed to become the unhappy objects of offended juſ- 
tice in this world! 

* Give us a thorough ſenſe of all thoſe evil 
thoughts, words, and works which have fo pro- 
voked thy patience, that thou haſt been pleaſed ro 
permit this public and ſhametul judgment to fall 
upon us; and grant us ſuch a portion of grace and 


godly 
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godly fincerity, that we may heartiſy confeſs and 
unte1gnedly repent of every breach of thoſe moſt 
holy laws and ordinances, which if a-man do, he 
ſhall even live in them. | 

Let no root of bitterneſs and malice, no ha- 
bitual and deadly fin, either of omiſſion or commiſ- 
ſion, remain undiſturbed in our hearts! But enable 
us to make our repentance univerſal, without the leaſt 
flattering or deceitful reſerve, that ſo we may clear 
our conſciences before we cloſe our eyes. 

And now that thou haſt brought us within the 
view of our long home, and made us ſenſible, that 
the time of our diſſolution draweth near, —endue 
us, we humbly pray thee, O gracious Father, with 
ſuch Chrittian fortitude, that neither the terrors 
of thy preſent diſpenſations, nor the remembrance 
of our former fins, may have power to fink our 


ſpirits into a deſpondency of thy everlaſting mer- 


cics in the adorable Son of thy love. 

« Wean our thoughts and affections, good Lord, 
from all the vain and deluſive enjoyments of this 
tranfitory world, that we may not only with pa- 
tient reſignation ſubmit to the appointed ſtroke of 
death, but that our faith and hope may be ſo el-- 
vated, that we may conceive a longing deſire to be 
diſſolved from theſe our earthly tabernacles, and 
to be with Chriſt, which is far better than all the 
happineſs we can wiſh for beſides! 

% And in a due ſenſe of our own extraordinary 
want of forgiveneſs at thy hands, and of our ſ utter 
unworthineſs of the very leaſt of all thy favourg— 
of the meaneſt crumbs which fall from thy table 
O bleſſed Lord Jeſus, make us ſo truly and uni- 


verſally charitable, that in an undiſſembled com- 
pliance 
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pliance with thy own awful command and moſt en- 
dearing example, we may both freely forgive and 
cordially pray for our moſt inveterate enemies, per- 
ſecutors, and flanderers; Forgive them, O Lord, 
we beleech thee—turn their hearts, and fill them 
with thy love! | 

„ Thus, may we humbly truſt, our ſorrowful 
prayers'and tears will be acceptable in thy ſight, 
Thus thall we be qualified, through Chriſt, to ex- 
change this diſmal bodily confinement (and theſe 
uneaſy fetters) for the glorious liberty of the ſons 
of God,—And thus ſhall our legal doom upon 
earth be changed into a comfortable declaration of 
mercy in the higheſt heavens :—and all through 
thy molt precious and all-ſuſlicient merits, O bleſ- 
ſed Saviour of mankind who with the Father, 
and the Holy Ghoſt, liveſt and reigneſt ever, One 
God, world without end, Amen“. 


* See Roſlell's Priſoner's Director :—a work of ſome 
merit—and which I have endeavoured, in my melancholy 
hours of leiſure, to reviſe, and (I humbly hope) improve; 
and mean to leave behind me, in the hands of the Ordinary, 
as a ſmall teſtimony of my ſincere, but very weak, endca- 
vours for the beſt welfare of unhappy men in confinement ; 


to whom I have written a general Addreſs, to be prefixed 
to the new edition of Rollcll, : 


Dr. DODD'S LAST PRAYER. 


Written u NE 27, in ii Night previous to his Suffering. 


REAT and glorious Lord God; Thou Father 

of Mercies, and God of all Comfort! a poor 
and humble publican ſtands trembling in thy aw- 
ful prelence ; and, under the deep ſevſe of innu- 
merable tranſgreſſions, ſcarce dares fo much as to 
lift up his eyes, or to ſay, Lord, be merciful 
to me, a ſinner!“ 

For I have ſinned, oh Lord! I have moſt grie- 
voully ſinned againſt Thee; finned againſt light, 
againſt conviction ; and by a thouſand, thoufand 
offences, juſtly provoked thy wrath and indigna- 
tion! My ſins are peculiarly aggravated, and their 
burden more than ordinarily oppreſſive to my ſoul, 
from the fight and ſenſe I have had of thy love, 
and from the high and ſolemn obligations of my 
ſacred character ! | 

But, oppre ſſed with conſciouſneſs, and broken in 
heart under the ſenſe of guilt, I come, oh Lord! 
with carneſt prayer and tears, ſupplicating Thee, 
of thy mercy, to look upon me; and forgive me 
for his precious merit's ſake, which are infinitely 
more unbounded than even all the fins of a whole 
ſinful world! By his croſs and paſſion, I implore, 
to ſpare and to deliver me, O Lord! 

Bleſſed be thy unſpeakable goodneſs for that 
wonderful diſplay of divine love, on which alone 
is my hope and my confidence! Thou haſt — 
0 
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oh bleed Redeemer, the burdened and heavy- la- 
den, the lick in ſoul, and wearicd with fin, to 
come to Thee, and receive reſt. Lord, I come! 
Be it unto me according to thy infallible word! 
Grant me thy precious, thy incſtimable reſt! 

Be with me, thou all-ſufhcient God, in the dread- 
ful trial through which I am to paſs! and gra- 
eiouſly vouchfafe to fulhl in me thoſe precious pro- 
miſes which Thou, in ſuch fatheily kindneſs, haſt 
delivered to thy aftitted children! Enable me to 
ſee and adore thy diſpoting hand in this awful, but 
mournful event ; and to contemplate at an humble 
diſtance thy great example; who did go forth, 
bearing thy crols, and enduring its ſhame, under 
the conſolatory aſſurance of the joy ſet before 
Thee! 

And oh, my Triumphant Lord! in the moment 
of death. and in the lait hour ot conflict, ſuffer me 
not to doubt or deſpond ! but ſuſtain me in thy 
arms of love; and oh, receive and preicnt fault- 
lets to thy Father, in the robe of thy righteouſ- 
neis, my poor and unworthy ſoul, which thou 
haſt redeemed with thy moſt precious blood! 

Thus commending myſelf and my eternal con- 
cerns into thy moſt faithful hands, in firm hope, 
ot a happy reception into thy kingdom ; Oh my 
God, hear me, while I ew Ha extend my ſup- 
plicaiions for others; and pray, That thou would- 
eſt bleſs the King and all his family; that thou 
wonldeſt preſerve the crown in his houſe to endleſs 
generations, and make him the happy miniſter of 
truth, of peace, and of proſperity to his people! 
Bleſs that people, O Lord! and ſhine, as thou 
hait done, with the light of thy favour, on this 
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little portion of thy boundleſs creation. Diffuſe 
more and more a ſpirit of Chriſtian piety amongſt 
all ranks and orders of men; and in particular fill 
their hearts with univerſal and undiſſembled love: 
Love to thee and love to each other! 

Amidit the manitold mercics and bleſſings vouch- 
ſafed through thy gracious influence thou Sove= 
reign Ruler of all hearts Ito ſo unworthy a worm, 
during this dark day of my ſorrows, cnable me to 
be thankful; and in the ſincerity of heart-felt 
gratitude to implore thine efpecial bleſſing on all 
my beloved fellow-creatures, who have by any 
means intereſted themſelves in my preſervation ! 
May the prayers they have offered for me, return 
in mercies on their own heads! May the ſympathy 
they have ſhewn, refreſh and comfort their own 
hearts! And may all their good endeavours and 
kindnefſes be amply repaid by a full ſupply of thy 
grace, and abundant aſſiſtance to them in their day 
of diſtreſs ;—in their moſt anxious hours of need! 

To the more particular and immediate inſtru» 
ments of thy providential love and goodneſs to me, 
O vouchſate to impart, Author of all good, —a 
rich ſupply of thy choiceſt comforts! Fill their 
hearts with thy love, and their lives with thy fa- 
vour!- Guard them in every danger : ſoothe them 
in every ſorrow : | bleſs them in every laudable un- 
dertaking : reſtore an hundred-told all their tem- 
poral ſupplies to me and mine: and, after a courſe 
of extenſive utility, advance them, through the 
merits of Jeſus, to lives of eternal bliſs. Ef; 

Extend, great Father of the world, thy more 
eſpecial care and kindneſs to my nearer and molt 
gear connections, Bleſs with thy continual | ca 
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ſence and protection my dear brother and fiſter, 
and all their children and friends! Hold them in 
thy hand of tender care and mercy; and give them 
to experience, that in thee there 1s infinite lov- 


ing-kindneſs and truth !—Look with a tender eye 


on all their temporal concerns; and, after lives of 
faithfulneſs and truth, oh bcar them to thy boſom, 


and unite us together in thy eternal love! 


But oh, my adorable Lord and hope, ſuffer me 
in a more particular manner to ofter up to thy ſo- 
vereign and gracious care my long-tried and molt 
affectionate wite! Huſband of the widow, be thou 
her ſupport! ſuſtain and conſole her afflited mind! 


- enable her with patient ſubmiſſion to receive all 


thy will: and when, in thy good time, thou haſt 


| perfected her for thy bleſſed kingdom, unite again 


our happy and immortal ſpirits in celeſtial love, as 
thou haſt been pleaſed to unite us in fincere earth- 
ly affection! Lord Jeſus, vouchſafe unto her thy 
peculiar grace and all-ſuffcient conſolation ! 

If I have any enemies, oh, thou who diedſt for 
thy enemies, hear my pravers for them! Forgive 
them all their ill-will to me, and fill their hearts 
with thy love! And, oh, vouchſafe abundantly to 
bleſs and fave all thoſe who have either wiſhed or 
done me evil! Forgive me, gracious God ! the 
wrong or injury I have done to others; and ſo for- 
give me my treſpaſſes, as I freely and fully for- 
give all thoſe who have in any degree treſpaſſed 
againſt me, I defire thy grace, to purify my ſoul 
from every taint of malevolence; and to fir me, 
by perfect love, for the focicty of ſpirits, whoſe 
buſineſs and happineſs is love ! 

Glory be to thee, oh God! for all the bleſſings 
thou halt granted me from the day of my creation 

2 until 


(6 : 
until the preſent hour; I feel and adore thy ex- 
ceeding goodneſs in all; and in this laſt and clofing 
affliction of my life, I acknowledge moſt humbly 
the juſtice of thy fatherly correction, and bow my 
head with thankfulneſs for thy rod! Great and 
wx in all! I adore and magnify thy mercy: L 
ehold in all thy loye maniteſtly diſplayed; and 
rcjoice that I am at once thy creature and thy re- 
deemed ! 
As ſuch, O Lord, my Creator and Redecmer, 
I commit my ſoul into thy faithful hands! Waſh 
it and purity it in the blood of thy Son from 
every defiling ſtain : perfect what is wanting in it; 
and grant me, poor, returning, weeping, wretch- 
ed prodigal—grant me the loweſt place in thy hea- 
venly houſe; in and for his ſole and all-ſuthcient 
merits—the adorable Jeſus ;—who, with the Fa- 
ther and the Holy Ghoſt, liveth and rcigneth ever, 
one God, world without end! 


Amen and Amen, Lord Jeſus! 
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TO THE 
REVEREND Dr. DODD, 


Sent to him du ng his C onfſucme ut in NEWGATE, 


Dt ar Sts, 
j ET it not ſurpriſe you in this temendous hour 


to be accolted by an old, perhaps forgotten, 
but ſtill ſympathizing, Friend. The world ſmiles 
in proſperity ; the Chriſtian loves in adverluy ; 
and the hour of Nature's ſorrow is the important 
period tor ſuch a friendſhip. 

From the tirit moment the melancholy news had 
reached my car, how truly was my heart engaged 
in prayer and pity! I anticipated the dreadful 
pangs which read vour foul ; and the awtul con- 
ſideration, that theſe things were but the begin- 
ning of ſorrow, was ready to draw blood from my 
heart, as well as tears from eyes. I turned to Him 
from whom precceds all that is truly great and 

ood, and was encouraged to intreat the merciful 
Fer to look down with tender pity, and cauſe 
this dark night to become the womb ofa bright morn- 
ing; yea, the brighteſt your eyes have cver ſeen. 

Every ſtroke of your rod deeply affefts me, but 
above all, I feel for your precious, your immortal 


ſoul. 
Will 


( 164 ) | 

Will you permit me, my dear Sir, to throw aſide 
all reſerve, while treating on this important ſub- 
ject ? Shall I prevail with you to bear with the 
manner for the ſake of the matter; and deſpiſe not 
truth though 1gnorantly uttered ? 

I fear you have lived a long time in that friend- 
ſhip with the world which the Spirit of God de- 
clares is enmity with himſelf, However excellent 
ſome or many of your actions may have been, you 
have reſted in the letter, not in the ſpirit of Chriſ- 
tianity ; you have been contented without the ex- 

erimental knowledge of thoſe words, He that 
is in Chriſt Jeſus is a new creature.” Your will, 
your affections, your deſires and delights, have 
they not all been fixed on earthly objects? Rejoi- 
eing in the poſſeſſion, or mourning the diſappoint- 
ment, your daily delight has not been in the di— 
vine communications of the Holy Spirit: fellow- 
ſhip with God has not been your chiefeſt joy; the 
purſuit of empty ſhadows found nearer acceſs to 
your heart than the noble choice of following the 
deſpiſed Nazarene. Think not, dear Sir, I draw 
this judgment from the late unhippy event. 
O, no; that I only conſider as the natural fruit of 
the unregenerate heart. The point I aim at is, 
the want of that change, that death unto fin, that 
new birth unto righteouſneſs, whereby the chil- 
dren of wrath become the children ot grace. St. 
Paul ſays, „I have fought the goad fight, I have 
kept the faith:“' therefore he was willing to be 
offered up, ſince nothing but a crown of righte- 
ouſneſs preſented itſelf to his opening proſpect. 
He had kept that faith which patifiech the heart, 

| overcometh 
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overcometh the world, and quencheth all the ſiery 
darts of the evil one. 

I remember, when I was about fourteen, the 
ſeaſon in which I was favoured with vour moſt in- 
timate acquaintance, you once told a ſtory which I 
ſhall never forget, concerning one of the Scotch 
Divines, who faid on his death-bed, ** If every 
« ſtone, timber, and nail in this houſe could ſpeak, 
* they would bear witneſs to the many hours of 
* ſweet communion my foul hath ſpent with God 
„therein.“ O, Sir, can the beams of your houſe 
bear witneſs that your enjoyments have been ſuch 
as eternity ſhall ripen? And this heavenly diſpo- 
fition, you mult be ſenſible, can alone fit us for 
the enjoyment of the New Jeruſalem. No object 
can give pleaſure unleſs it meets with a ſenſe which 
fuirs and apprehends it. The grain of corn 15 more 
welcome to the fowl than the richeſt pearl. So to 
the ſoul whoſe treaſure is yet on earth, the beauties 
of the lovely Jeſus ſhine in vain. But, alas! who 
can break this adamantine chain! Who can unlock 
the heart bound down with twice ten thouſand 
ties, and bring the captive ſoul into the glorious li- 
berty of the ſons of God? Can diſappointment, 
can reproach, diſhonour, loſs, or even death it» 
felf ? Alas! theſe may torment, but never change 
the heart: it is a ſight of the cruciticd Jeſus alone 
which breaks your heart in pieces. This Jeſus waits 
to do you good; hear him ſaying, Thou haſt de- 
ſtroyed thyſelf, but in me is thy help. O that you 
would cry; his ear attends the ſofteſt prayer, 
This is my tear, leſt you ſhould forget there is no 
way into the ſheeptold but thraugh the door, aud 
no way of entering that door but knowing our» 
ſelves 
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ſelves to be loſt and undone creatures, whoſe ways 
have been aitogether perverſe before him, and then 
to be ſaved by faith in Chriſt alone. 

How often has Chriſt appeared delightful even 
in a priſon! Several have praiſed God for bring- 
ing them there, and by that means awakening them 
to a knowlege of their loſt eſtate, that they might 
be made acquainted with a happineſs till then un- 
known. Adorable Jeſus! ſo work on the ſoul of 
this my unhappy friend, diſplay thy pardoning 


love, and write it on his aching heart: 


« No; my beſt actions cannot ſave, 

„ But thou muſt cleanſe e'en them; 
© Yet when on thee I do believe, 

* My worlt ſhall not condemn.” 


I know not how to break off. My ſpirit deeply 
mourns both for your preſent and approaching ſut- 
ferings, and cqually for her who to ſadly ſhares 
your every woe. Had you remained in proſperity, 
nothing would have been tarther from my thoughts 
than a renewal of acquaintance; for I have found 
in being deſpiſed do trampled under foot of the 
rom ones of the earth, more ſolid peace, more 

aſting joy, than my warmeſt wiſhes could ever 
have expected: but now 1 cannot forget you if I 
would, I long for your ſalvation; will you ac- 
knowledge all the wiſdom of the world can never 
ſave you? Will you look for ſalvation from the 
mere mercy of God? How many have gone tri- 
umphantly to glory, even from under the hand of 
an executioner! My dear Sir, that triumph may 
be yours; and if you do not reject it, 1t oy 

mall. 
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ſhall. The king of terrors ſhall appear no longer 


terrible; and your happy ſpirit, looſed from every 


earthly tie, and delighted with the freedom of the 
living water, ſhall ſpring into eternity with ſo feel- 
ing a joy as you have never known in all your life. 
You have tried the world and found 1t empty. 
Never did man ſtrive more for the honours of it 
than you have done; for that, you turned your 
back on the cloſeſt followers of the Lamb, the lit- 
tle few deſpiſed indeed of man, but whoſe lives 
were hid with Chriſt in God; for what you have 
been conformed in all your life and converſation 
to the cuſtoms, faſhions, and maxims of it : but 
while you were a flave to man, ungrateful man! 
who neither thanked nor paid you, you ſlighted 
Him who 1s able to caſt both body and ſoul into 
hell. Bur, O, the unbounded love of Jeſus! He 
blaſted all your hopes; He chaſtened and correct- 
ed. For what end? Only to convince you how 
ready he is to receive and make you a beloved ſon. 
The wicked have no bands in their death, they 
will not liſten to awakening fears; but whom the 
Lord loveth he chaſteneth: yea, the body may 
be given up to ſuffer, that the ſpirit may be ſaved 
in the day of the Lord. 

I am not yet without hope, even for your life. 
It is founded on this: I know the hearts of all are 
in the hand of my God, from the king on the 
throne to the beggar on the dunghill; and he 
turneth them what way ſoever he will. I know, 
if you ſeek but Daniel's faith, Daniel's God can 
ſhut the lion's mouth. If, with Nebuchadnez- 
zar you have learned to acknowledge the Moſt 
High ruler over all, he can reſtore you again to 

your 
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your former eſtate, or elſe take you to behold his 
glory. When I conſider your great talents, and 
how much you might have done for God, I can- 
not help crying to the Lord once more to ſend vou 
into his vineyard with a changed heart full of the 
Holy Ghoſt and power. And now, my dear Sir, 
what ſhall I fay ? My heart is full: I know not 


ho to leave off: It is as though my pen could not 


part from the paper. Nature ſhrinks from that 
pang which is uinally the ſad attendant of a laft 
farewell : but Grace cries out, Yet there 1s hope. 
An eternity of joy preſents a kingdom where na 
horrid alarm of war ſhall break our eteraal repoſe z 
where ſorrow, death and parting ſhall be no more; 
and the Roy al Army of Croſs-bearers, who have 

waſhed their robes and made them white 1n the 
blood of the Lamb, are ready to embrace and web 
come you among them. 

To that efficacious blood, with tears of love and 
ſorrow, I commit you ; and, though with reluc- 
tance, I muſt now conclude, 


Your ſincerely aflectionate 
and ſympathizing friend, 


Mazxy BosANn@QUETs 
Fes, 1777. 
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By a Series of Correſpondence, almeſt weekly, from the 
above Date, till within three Days of his Execution, 
Miſs Boſanquet ſays ſhe had reaſon to believe he felt 
@ contrite Heart, and found the Sinners Friend to be 
his.— June 25th, he wrote her his laſt farewell, as 

follows : | 


My dear Friend, June 25, 1777. 


ON Friday morning I am to be made immor- 
tal! I die with a heart truly contrite, and broken 
under a ſenſe of its great and manifold offences, 
but comforted and ſultained by a firm faith in the 
pardoning love of Jeſus Chriſt. My earneſt 
prayers to God, are, that we may meet and 
know each other in that kingdom, towards which 
you have been ſo long and ſo happily travelling. 
I return you my moſt affeCtionate thanks for all 
your friendly attention to me; and have no 
doubt, ſhould any opportunity offer, you will 
remember my excellent, but moſt afflicted part- 
ner in diſtreſs, I do not know where to direct 
to worthy Mr. Parker, but beg to trouble you 
with my dying love and kind remembrance to 
him. The Lord Jeſus Chriſt be with our ſpirits, 


Amen. 
W. DODD. 


Soon after the Doctor's death, the lady receiv- 
ed from a faithful miniſter of Jeſus Chiiſt, who 
conſtantly attended him, a very encouraging ac- 

count, 


| „ : 
count, in which he declares he believes him to be 
ſinging the ſong of the redeemed ; and concludes 
his letter with the following words ; 


© Thus ended the mortal, and began the ne- 
„ ver-cealing life of your old and my new 
„friend: and I bleſs God our Saviour for this 
« new proof of his ſaving grace, and the power 
« of his precious blood. . 

„The time is elapſed; I have written more 
„ than I intended; and yet not a tenth part of 
& what I could. You may be comforted, as I 
„have been richly. Your and my fears are at 
« an end, 

„May the God of all grace keep your and my 
4% heart in the knowledge of him, yea, cauſe us 
„ to grow in grace and love! This is the earneſt 
„ przyer of 

& Your affectionate friend, 


% and willing ſervant in Chriſt,” 


e 
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Dr. DOD D's 
ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF . 


HE greateſt affliction and oppreſſion to my 

mind at preſent is, the piereing reflection 
that I, who have lived all my life in an cndea- 
vour to promote the truth of Chriſtianity, ſhould 
now become an obſtacle to that truth, and a 
ſcandal to that profeſſion ;—that I, who have 
with all my power, and with all ſincerity, la- 
boured to do good, and be a bleſſing to my fel- 
low-creatures, thould now become an evil and 
a curſe, What ſhall I, can I, ought I to do, to 
prevent, as much as in me lies, any ſuch dread- 
ful conſequences of my ſhame and my crime ? 
Will a public atteſtation 'of my ſincere belief of 
Chriſtianity, and an ingenuous detail and con- 
feſſion of my offences, be of any avail?—In 
order to do this, and to acquaint you in few 
words with a perfect knowledge of myſelf 
(though I ſhould wiſh to do it more fully) be 


ſo good as to conſider the few following par- 
ticulars: 


* Of this account Dr, Dodd may be ſaid to have only 


drawn the outlines; the picture, as it appears, was finiſhed 
by Dr, Johnſon, 


Q 2 I entered 
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I entered very young on public life, very in- 
nocent—very ignorant—and very ingenuous. I 
lived many happy years at Weſt Ham, in an un- 
interrupted and ſucceſsful diſcharge of my duty. 
A diſappointment in the living of that pariſh 
obliged me to exert myſelf; and I engaged for a 
chapel near Buckingham Gate. Great ſucceſs 
attended the undertaking : it pleaſed and elated 
me. At the ſame time Lord Cheſterfield, to 
whom TI was perſonally unknown, offered me the 
care of his heir, Mr. Stanhope*, By the advice 
of my dear friend, now in heaven, Dr. Squire, 
I engaged under promiſes which were not per- 
formed. Such a diſtinction too, you muſt know, 
ſerved to increaſe a young man's vanity. I was 
naturally led into more extenſive and important 
connections, and of courſe, into greater expen- 
ces and more diſſipations. Indeed, before, I ne- 
ver diſlipated at all—for many, many ycars, ne- 
ver ſecing a play-houſe, or any public place, but 
living entirely in Chriſtian duties. Thus brought 
to town, and introduced to gay life, I fell into its 
ſnares. Ambition and vauity led me on. My 
temper, naturally chcerful, was pleaſed with 
company; naturally generous, it knew not the 
uſe of money; it was a ſtranger to the uſeful 
ſcience of ceconomy and frugality ; nor could it 
withhold from diſtreſs, what it too much (often) 
wanted itſelf. 

Beſides this, the habit of uniform, regular, ſo- 
ber piety, and of watchfulneſs and devotion, 


The preſent Lord Cheſterfield. 


wearing 
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wearnig off, amidſt this unavoidable ſcene of 
diſſipation, I was not, as at Weſt Ham, the in- 
nocent man that I lived there. I committed of- 
fences againſt my God! which yet, I bleſs him, 
were always, in reflection, deteſtable to me. 

But my greateſt evil was expence. To ſupply 
it, I fell into the dreadful and ruinous mode of 
railing money by annuities. The annuities de- 
voured me. Still I exerted myſelf by every 
means to do what I thought right, and built my 
hopes of perfect extrication from all my difficul- 
tics when my young and beloved pupil ſhould 
come of age, But, alas! during this interval, 
which was not very long, I declare with ſolemn 
truth, that IT never varied from the ſteady belief 
of the Chriſtian doctrines! I preached them with 
all my power, and kept back nothing from my 
congregations which I thought might tend ro 
their beſt welfare; and I was very ſucceſsful in 
this way during the time, Nor, though I ſpent 
in diſſipation many hours which I ought not, but 
to which my connections inevitably led, was J 
idle during this period; as my Commentary on 
the Bible, my Sermons to Young Men, and ſe- 
veral other publications prove, I can ſay too, with 
pleaſure, that T ſtudiouſly . . my intereſt, 
through the connections I had, for the good of 
others. I never torgot or neglected the cauſe of 
the diſtrefſed ; many, if need were, could bear 
me witneſs. Let it ſuffice to ſay, that during this 
hens 1 inſtituted the charity for the Diſcharge of 

ebtors. 

Such is the plain and ingenuous detail of my- 
ſelf, I ſincerely lament all I have done wrong. 
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I love, and ever did, religion and goodneſs, I 
hate and abhor vice, and myſelf for ever having 
committed any. I look with peculiar deteſtation 
on the crime to which I am at preſent obnoxious ; 
and I wiſh before I die, of all things, if poſſible, 
to make amends—by the moſt fincere and full 
confeſſion and humiliation of myſelf, 


W, DODD, 


May 21, 1777. 


* 


The following DreoLARATION Mr. Dopp in- 
cloſed ina Letter to a Friend ſome time before he 


ſuffered. 


TrovGn I acknowledge in all its atrocity, and 
more eſpecially with a view to my peculiar circum- 
ſtances and character, the offence for which a ſuf- 
fer,—yet, conſidering that it is puniſhed with ſuch 
ſanguinary ſeverity in no commercial ſtate under 
heaven; and that in my caſe it has been fully 
atoned for, ſo far as human creatures can atone to 
each other, I cannot but judge my puniſhment ra- 
ther hard :—and ſtill more fo, as that public (for 
whoſe benefit and example ſuch ignominious death 
and puniſhment can alone be intended) has with a 
pleading (and almoſt unanimous) voice ſupplicated 
the throne, in the moſt humble manner, to ſhew 
mercy, and avert the abhorred ſtroke, by aſſigning 
another, though perhaps not leſs aflictive puniſh- 
ment. 

| In 
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In this diſpenſation, however, I look far be- 
yond the hand of poor human vengeance, and 
adore the juſtice and goodneſs of God, who, cor- 
recting me in judgment for deviations from the 
purity of his Goſpel, as a diſtinguiſhed miniſter 
of it, has been pleaſed to call me thus by death 
to proclaim my repentance, and to atteſt my faith 
in Him; and to declare to all my fellow-creatures, 
and to my beloved countrymen in particular, for 
whoſe love to me I am under the higheſt obligations, 
my firm belief of the principles which I have long 
preached, and in my writings delivered with the 
utmoſt truth and fincerity ; and which I thus ſeal 
with my blood, in perfect reſignation to the will 
of my adorable Mafter, and in a firm dependence 
on thoſe principles ſor the ſalvation of my own ſoul. 


W. DODD. 
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Letters to Tauo Noble Lords of His MaJzsTy's Moff 
Honourable Privy Council. 


LETTER I. 
My Loxp “, 


I nave committed a capital crime, for which 
the ſentence of the law has paſſed upon me; and 
whether that ſentence ſhall be exccuted in its full 
rigour, may, perhaps, depend upon the ſuffrage of 
your Lordſhip. 

Th: ſhame and ſelf-reproach with which I now 
ſolicit your commiſeration, I hope no man will 
ever feel, who has not deſerved to feel them like 
myſelf. Put I will not diſpair of being heard 
with pity, when, under the terrors of a ſpeedy and 
diſgraceful death, I moſt hambly implore your 
Lordſhip's interceſſion. 

My life has not been wholly uſcleſs; J have la- 
boured in my calling diligently and ſucceſsfully ; 
but ſucceſs inflamed my vanity, and my heart be- 
trayed me. Violent paſſions have expoſed me to 
violent temprations ; but I am not the firſt whom 
temptation has overthrown. I have, in all my de- 
viations, kept Rig' t always in view, and have in- 
variably reſolved to return to it. Whether, in a 
proſperous ſtate, I ſnould have kept my reſolution, 
public juſtice has not ſuſfered me to know. 

* Lord North, then Prime Miniſter. 


My 
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My crime has been indeed atrocious, but my 
puniſhment has not been light. From a height 
of reputation, which perhaps raiſed envy in others, 
and certainly produced pride in myſelf, I have 
fallen to the loweſt and groſſeſt infamy ; from an 
income which prudence might have made plenti- , 
ful, I am reduced to live oa thoſe remains of cha» 
rity which infamy has left me. 

When ſo much has been given to juſtice, . I 
humbly entreat that life, ſuch as it muſt now be, 
may be given to mercy ; and that your Lordſhip's 
influence may be employed in diſpoſing our Sove- 
reign to look with compaſſion on, 


My Lokp, 
Your Logvsure's moſt humble Supplicant, 


WILLIAM DODD. 


Jex il, 1777. 
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LETTER II. 


My Lok p“, 


Nor many days are now to paſs before the 
fate of one of the moſt miſerable of human beings 
will be finally determined. The efficacy of your 
Lordſhip's voice is well known ; and whether I 
ſhall immediately ſuffer an ignominious death, 
or wander the reſt of my life in ignominious 
exile, your opinion will probable determine. Do 
not refuſe, my Lord, to hear the plea, whatever 
it may be, which 1 humbly oppoſe to the extre- 
mity of juſtice. 
| 1 acknowledge, my Lord, the atrociouſneſs of 
my crime; I admit the truth of the verdict that 
condemaed me; yet I hope, that when my evil 
is cenſured, my good may likewiſe be remem- 
bered; and that it may be conſidered how much 
that ſociety which is injured by my fraud, has 
been benefited by my charitable labours.— have 
offended ; I am penitent; I entreat but for life, 
for a life which muſt paſs certainly in diſhonour, 
and probably in want. Do not refuſe, my Lord, 
to compaſſionate a man who, blaſted in fame and 
ruined in fortune, yet ſhrinks with terror from 
the precipice of eternity. Let me live, however 
miſerable ; and let my miſeries warn all thoſe to 


* ar! Mansfield. 
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whom they ſhall be known, againſt ſelf-indul- 
gence, vanity, and profuſion, 
Once more, my Lord, let me beg for life ; and 
when you ſee me going from the gloom of a pri- 
ſon to the penury of baniſhment, do not con- 


fider public juſtice as wholly unſatisfied by the 
ſufferings of, 


My Lokp, 
Your LogbsH1ye's moſt humble Supplicant, 


WILLIAM DODD, 


Jun 11, 1777, 


Dr. DOD D's PETITION 
(Preſented by his Brother) 
To the KING's Moſt Excellent MAIESTx. | 


SIRE, 


IT is moſt humbly preſented to Your Majefty 
by William Dodd, the unhappy convict now under 
ſentence of death, 


That William Dodd, acknowledging the juſtice 
of the ſentence denounced againſt him, has no hope 
or refuge hut in Your Majeſty's clemency : 


That though to recolle& or mention the uſeful. 
neſs of his life, or the efficacy of his miniſtry, 
muſt overwhelm him, in his preſent condition, 
with ſhame and ſorrow, he yet humbly hopes, 
that his paſt labours will not wholly be forgotten ; 
and that the zeal with which he has exhorted others 
to a good life, though it does not extenuate his 
crime, may mitigate his puniſhment : 


That debaſed as he is by ignominy, and diſ- 
treſſed as he is by poverty, ſcored by the world, 
and deteſted by himſelf, deprived of all external 
comforts, and afflifted by conſciouſneſs of guilt, 
he can derive no hopes of longer life, but that of 

repairing 
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1 
repairing the injury he has done to mankind, by 
exhibiting an example of ſhame and ſubmiſſion, 
and of expiating his fins by prayer and peni- 
tence : | 

That for this end he humbly implores from the 
clemency of Your Majeſty, the continuance of a 
life legally forfeited ; and of the days which by 
your gracious compaſſion he may yet live, no one 
ſhall paſs without a prayer, that Your Majeſty, 
after a long life of happineſs and honour, may 


ſtand at the dry of final judgment, among the 
merciful that obtain mercy. 


So fervently prays the moſt diſtreſſed and wretch- 
ed of Your Majeſty's ſubjects, 


WILLIAM DODD. 
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Mrs. DOD D's PETITION | 


(Preſented by Herſelf) 
To the QUEEN's Moſt Excellent MAIEST v. 


Mabau, 


IT is moſt humbly repreſented by Mary Dodd, 
the Wife of Dr. William Dodd, now lying in 
priſon under ſentence of death, 


That ſhe has been the wiſe of this unhappy 
man more than twenty-ſeven years, and has lived 
with him in the greateſt happineſs of conjugal 
union, and the higheſt ſtate of conjugal confi- 
dence : 


That ſhe has been a+: conſtant witneſs of his 
unwearied endeayours for public good, and his 


laborious attendance on charitable inſtitutions. 


Many are the families whom his care has dili- 
yered from want; many are the hearts which he 


has freed from pain, and the faces which he has 
cle ared from ſorrow : 


That therefore ſhe moſt humbly throw her- 
ſelf at the * of the Queen, earneſtly intrSeating 
on of a diſtreſſed wiſe aſking mercy 


for 


that the petit 
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for a huſband, may be conſidered as naturally 
ſoliciting the compaſſion of Her Majeſty ; and 
that when her wiſdom has compared the of- 
fender's good actions with his crime, ſhe will be 
pleaſed to repreſent his caſe to our Moſt Gracious 
Sovereign in ſuch terms as may diſpoſe him to 
mitigate the rigour of the law. 


So prays Your Majeſty's moſt dutiful ſubje& 
and ſupplicant, 


MARY DOPDD. 
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Sven were the laſt thoughts of a man whom 
vue have ſeen exulting in popularity, and ſunk in 
ſhame, For his reputation, which no man can 
give to himſelf, thoſe who conferred it are to 
anſwer, Of his public miniitry, the means of 
_ Judging were ſufficiently attainable. He muſt 
be allowed to preach well, whoſe ſermens/ ſtrike 
the audience with forcible conviction. Of his 
life, thoſe who thought it conſiſtent with his 
doctrine, did not originally form falſe notions, 
He was at firſt what he endeavoured to make 
others; but the world broke down his refolution,. 
and he in time ceaſed to exemplify his own 1n- 
ſtructions. | | 

Let thoſe who are tempted to his faults, trem- 
ble at his puniſhment; and thoſe whom he im- 
preſſed from the pulpit with religious ſentiments, 
endeavour to confirm them, by conſidering the 
regret and ſelf-abhorrence with which he review- 
ed in priſon his deviations fron, rectitude. 

Whatever aſſiſtance his anxiety might prompt 
him to ſolicit in forming the petitions (which, 
however, he muſt be conlidered as conhrming by 
his name) the account of his paſt life, and of bis 
dying ſentiments, are the cfiuiicns of his own 
mind. Thoſe who rcad them with the proper 
diſpoſition, will not read in vain. 


Cr 
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A few Days before Dr. Dopp ſuffered Death, 
the following Obſervations on the Propriety of 
Pardoning him, were written and ſent to the 


Public Papers by Dr. Jokxsox. 


YesTERDAY was preſented to the Secretary of 
State, by the Earl Percy, a Petition in favour 
of Pr. Dodd, ſigned by twenty-three thouſand 
hands, On this occaſion it is natural to con- 


ſider, 


That in all countries penal laws have been relax- 


ed as particular reaſons have emerged : 


That a life eminently beneficent, a ſingle action 
eminently good, or even the power of being uſeful . 
to the public, have been ſufficient to protect the 
life of a delinquent : 


- 


That no arbiter of life and death has ever been 
cenſured for granting the. life of a criminal to 
honeſt and powerſul ſolicitation : 


That the man for whom a nation petitions, muſt 
be preſumed to have merit uncommon in kind 
or in degree: for however the mode of collect- 
ing ſubſcriptions, or the right of judgment ex- 
erciſcd by the ſubſcribers, may be open to diſ- 
pute, it is at Jeait plain that ſomething is done 
for this man, that was never done ſor any other; 
and Governnient, which muſt proceed upon 

general 
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general views, may rationally conclude that this 
man is ſomething better than other offenders have 


been, or has donc ſomething more than others have 
done: 


That though the people cannot judge of the 
adminiſtration of juſtice to well as their governors, 
yet their voice has always been regarded: 


\ 

That this is a caſe in which the petitioners 
determine againſt their own intereſt ; thoſe for 
whoſe protection the law was made, intregt its 
relaxation ; and our Governors cannot be charged 
with the conſequences which the 9 bring upon 
themſelves : 


That as this is a caſe without example, it will 
probably be. without conſequences, and many ages 
will elapſe before ſuch a crime is again committed 
by ſuch a man : 


That though life be ſpared, juſtice may be 
ſatisfied with ruin, impriſonment, exile, intamy, 
and penury. 
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THE END, 


„ 


